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vou, t Judges in this Writing A 
rr Patrons of $i Sts tage, 
With all thoſe humble Thoughts, which ſtill have ſway'd 
His Pride, much doubting, trembling, and afraid 
Ot what is ro his Want ot Merit due, 
And aw'd by ev*'ry Excellence in you, 
The Author ſends to beg you will be kind,. 
And ſpare thoſe many __ needs muſt find. 
You to © ham Wh a common Foe is 
The Thing you ſcorn and publickiy ä wif 
Though now perhaps ye're here for other Ends, 
He ſwears to me, ye ought to be his Friends: 
For he ne'er call? you yet intipid Tools; 
Nor wrote one Line to tell you, you were Fools-: 
But ſays of Wit ye have ſo large a Store, 
So very much, you never will have more. 
He ne'er with Libel treated yet the Town, 
The Names of honeſt Men ty 'axb'd and thewn.. 
Nay, never once n'd the harmleſs Lite 
Of Suburd Virgin, or of City Wite. 


Satyr's th* Effect of Poetry's Diſeaſe, f 


Which, fick of a lewd Age, the vents for Eaſe, 
But now her only Striie ſhoukl be to 

Since of ill Fate the baneful Cloud's withdrawn, 
And Happineſs a begins to dawn; 

Since back with th Joy. and Triumptr he is come. 


That always drew Fears hence, Fehr tongs 'em home. 
Oft has he 1 the boiſt”rous Ocean o'er | 


Yet ne er more welcome to the longing Shore, 

Not when he brought Home Victories before. 

For then freſh Lawels flouriſh'd on his Brow ; 

And he comes crown'd with Olive-branches now : 
Receive him ! Oh receive him as his Friends ; 
Embrace the Bleſſings which he recommends : 
Such Quiet as your Foes ſhall nc'cr deſtroy ; 

Then ſhake off Fears, and clap your Hands for Joy. 


A.3 Dur- 


DRAMATIS PERSON . 


At DRURY-LANE, 1769. 


M E N. 

Acaſto, a Nobleman retired from the 

Court, and living privately in the Þ fr Branſby. 

ay 

Caſtalio Mr. , 
Polydore, | His Sons. Mr. Caut 
_ a young Soldier of Fortune. 38 
Erne 2 r. U. . 
Paulino, Servants in the Family. Mr. Strange. 


Ys 


Cordelio, 's Page. Miſs Palmer. 
Chaplain, Mr. Love. 
WOMEN. 
Monimia, the „left under the 
Sunn; hip of eln ; } dirs. Barry. 
Serina, Acaſto's Daughter. Miſs Platt. 
Florella, Monimia's Woman. Mrs. Johnſton. 


SCENE, BOHEMIA. 


COVENT-GARDEN. 


MEN. 

Acaſto, | : Mr. Walker, 

Caſtalio, Mr. Roſs. 

Polydore, | Mr. Clarke, 

Chamont, Mr. Dyer. 
Erneſto, Mr. Redman. 

Paulino, 

Cordelio, 

Chaplain. 

WOMEN, 
Monimia, Miſs Macklis. 
derina, Miſs Vincent. 


Flor ella, Mrs. Pitt. 


The ORPHAN. 
ACT L BUENSDS'L 


Enter PauLixoandErNEsToO. 


PAULINO. 


IS ſtrange, Erneſto, this Severity 

Should fl reign powerful in Acaſto's Mind, 
To hate the Court, where he was bred, and liv'd, 
All Honours heap'd on him that Pow'r cou'd give. 

Ern. Tis true, he hither came a private 
But young and brave, and of a Family 
Ancient and noble, as the Empire holds. 
The Honours he has gain'd are juſtly his: 
He has purchas'd them in War : Thrice has he led 
An Army *gainſt the Rebels, and as often 
Return'd with Victory : The World has not 
A truer Soldier, or a better Subject. 

Paul. It was his Virtue at made me ſerve him ; 
He is the beſt of Maſters as of Friends: | 
I know he has lately becn invited thither ; 

Yet ſtill he keep his ſtubborn Purpoſe; cries, 
He's old, and willingly would be at Rett : 

I doubt there's deep Reſentment in his Mind, 
For the late Slight his Honour ſuffer'd there. 

Ern. Has he not Reaſon? When for what he had 
Long, hard, and faithful Toil, he might have claim'd 
Places in Honour, and Employment high ; 
A huffing, ſhining, flatt'ring, cringing 
A Canker-worm of Peace, was rais'd above him. 

Paul. Yet ſtill he holds juſt Value for the King, 
Nor ever names him but with higheſt Reverence, 
"Tis noble that EY 

Erna. Oh! I have heard him wanton in his Praiſe, 
Speak Things of him might charm the Ears of Envy. 

Paul. Oh! may he live till Nature's ſelf grow old, 
And from her Womb no more can bleſs the Earth ! 

For when he dies, farewell ail Honour, Bounty, 
All —.— Encouragement of Arts; | 
For Charity herſelf becomes a Widow. 

Ern. No, he has two Sons, that were ordain'd to be 

As well his Virtue's, as his Fortunes Heirs, | * 
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Paul. re both of Nature mild, and full of Sweet- 


They came Twins from the Womb, and itil they live 
As it — Pn Twins too to the Grace: 
Neither has any Thing he calls his own, . 
But of each other's Joys as Griets partaking ; 
So very honeſtly, fo well they love, 
As they were only for each other born. 
Era. Never. was Parent in an Oil-ſpricg hap ier; 
He has a Daughter too, whoſe blooming Age 
Promiſes Goodneſs equal to her Beauty. 
Paul. And as there is Friendſhip *twixt the Brethren, 
So has her Infart Nature choſen too 
A faithful Partner of her Thoughts and Withes, 
And kind Companion of her harmleſs Pleaſures. 
Era. You mean the beauteous Orphan, lair Monimia ! 
Paul. The ſame, the Daughter ot the brave Chamont. 
He was our Lord's Companion in the Wars ; 
Where ſuch a wond”rous Friendſhip grew between em 
As only Death cou'd end; Chamont's Eſtate 
Was ruin'd in our late and civil Diſcords ; 
Therefore, unable tv advance her Fortune, 
He left his Daughter to our Maſter's Care; 
To ſuch a Care, as ſhe ſcarce loſt a Father. | 
Era. Her Brother to the Emperor's Wars went early, 
To ſeek a Fortune, or a noble Fate, 
Whence he with Honour is expected back, 
And mighty Marks of that Great Prince's Favour. 
Paul. Our Maſter never would permit his Sons 
To launch for Fortune in the uncertain World; 
But warns em to avoid both Courts and Campe, 
Where dilatory Fortune plays the Jilt 
With the brave, noble, honeſt, gallant Man, 
To throw herſclt away on Fools and Knaves. 


Ern. They have both forward, gen'rous, actixe Spirits. 


"Tis daily their Petition to their Father, 
'To fend them forth where Glory's to be gotten : 
Thay op they're weary of their lazy Home, 
Reſtlefs todo ſomething that Fame may talk of. 
To-day they. chis'd the Boar, and near this Time 
Shou'd be return'd. 

Paul. Oh that's a Royal Sport ! 
We yet may ſee the old in a Morning, 

Luſty 
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Luſty as Health, come ruddy to the Field, 
And there purſue the Chace, as if he meant 
To o'ertake Time, and back Youth again. [Ex. 
Enter Caſtalio, Polydore, and 
Caft. Pulydore ! our Sport SEA 
Has been to-day much better for the Danger ; 
When on the Brink the foaming Boar I met, 
And in his Side thought to have lodg'd my Spear, 
The deſperate Savage ruſh'd within my Force, 
And bore me headlong with him down the Rock.“ 
Pol. But thenꝛqꝗq uq ſ 
CMH. Ay then, my Brother, my Friend Polydare, 
Like, Perſeus mounted on his winged Steed, 
Came on, and down the dang'rous Precipice leapt 
To fave Caffalio. "Twas a ike Act! | 
Pol. But when I came, | found you ueror. 
1. ur Dunger paſt! 
eat and Fury of the Chace was cold, 
And I had nothing in my Mind but Joy. 
Caft. So, Polydore, methinks we might in War 
Ruſh on together; thou ſhould" be my Guard, 
And I be thine ; what is't could hurt us then? 


Has ta'en himſelf a Surfeit of the World, 
And cries, it is not ſafe that we ſhou'd take it: 
I own I have Duty 


on 


N 
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Which you nd only you can fatisfy : 
Win IE 


Caf. Have Ia Thought my Poly dore ſhou'd not know ? 
, * | F 


Pl. Nay, Iu conjure you too, ; a 
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your Heart as naked in this 
wou'd 
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Point, 
purge you of your Sins to Hevn. 


I will. 


\ dew. | 


And ſhould I chance to touch it 


With all the SufFrance of a tender F 
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you would, a Woman's Toy. 
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That no falſe offer'd 
Urge ll thy Pow'rs to make — 


"Pal Hewr' batme if Ids. 
t thy Fortune, R 
(For how ei a he Ars of Perk 2] 
me, me 8 y 

Mo en 
. —ä Soul than Reſt 


or to Miſers 
er Men Pow'r, or wealthy Cities Pride, 

than wrong Caffalio, I'd forget her. 

— — —2—— 

When ye would ſhow'r down Joys on Polydore, 

In one great Bleſſing all your Bounty ſend, 

That I may never loſe ſo dear a Friend. 

[Exit Caſtalio and Polydore, Manet Page, 
Exter Monimia. 

Mn. So ſoon return'd from Hunting? This fair Day 
Seems as if ſent to invite the World abroad. 
Paſs'd not Caſtalio and 3 

Page. Madam, juſt now. 

Mon. Sure my All Fate's upon me. 

And Apprebenton hocks my tim'ous So 
ſhocks my tim'rous Soul. 
by waenr Td im wy rata Gr 
wit Parents? and at Reſt as they are ? 
Inſtead © that, I'm wand'ring into Cares. 
Caftalio / O Caftalio ! thou haſt caught 
My fooliſh Heart; and like a tender Child, 
truſts his Play-thing to another Hand, 
| I fear its Harm, and fain would have it back. 
Come near, Cordelio, I muſt chide you, Sir. 
Page. Why, Madam, have I done you any Wrong? | 
3 1 


D ——_ 
"re been ungrae 
— out A nes cies / 
Page. , I'd ferve you F 
1 — Mornit * . 
by your Bed I Land tell you Stories, | 
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It makes me bluſh, are ſo very white. 

Mcn. Oh Men — and Deceit renoun'd ! 
Thus when y* are young ye learn it all like him, 
"Till as your Years increaſe, that ſtrengthens too, 

T' undo poor Maids, and make our ruin eaſy. 

Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haſt heard 

Their friendly Converſe, and their Boſom Secrets ; 
at leaſt, have they not talk'd of me ? 

Page. Oh Madam! very wicked!y they have t uk'd! 
But I am airaid to name it; for, they ſay, 

Boys muſt be whipt that tell their Matter's Secrete. 

Men. Fear not, Cordelio ! It hall n&er be known ; 
For I'll preſerve the Secret as twere mine. 

Polydore cannot be ſo kind as I. 
I'll furniſh thee with all thy harmleſs Sports, 
With pretty Toys, and thou fhalt be my Page. 

Page. And truly Madam, I had rather be io. 
Methinks you love me better than my Lord ; 
For he was never half fo kind as you are. 

What mutt I do ! 

Min. Intorm me how thou'ſt heard. 
Caſtalio, and his Brother, uſe my Name. 
Page. With all the Ten of Love; 

You were the Subject of their lait Diſcourſe. 

At firſt I thought it would hare fatal prov'd ; 

But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 

And yielded to the Frailty of his Friend ; 

At lan, after much ſtruggling, twas r<folv*d— 
Mon. What, good Cordelio? 
Page. Not to quarrel tor you. 
Mon. 1 would not have em, by my deareſt Hopes; 
I would not be the Argument of Strite. 

But ſurely my Caſtalio won't forfake me, 

And makea Mock'ry of my eaſy Love. 

Went they together ? 
Pry — 12 

alio promis d Pol to bring hi 
Wbere he alone mink meet you, _ 
oy he - 
on. juſt to be 

A common Stake, a Prize for Love in jeft? 


Madam. 


Las not Caſtalio very loth to yield it: 


„ 
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That hei 'd the Debate ? 
Page. Fault was Polydore's. 
Caſtaho play'd with Love, and ſmiling ſhew d 
The Pleaſure, not the Pangs of his Deſire. 
He faid no Woman's Smiles ſhould buy his Freedom: 
And Marriage is a mortifying Thing. 
Men. Then I am ruin'd, it Caſtalio's falſe. 
Where is their Faith and Honour to be found? 
Ve God's that guard the Innocent, and guide 
The Week, protect, und take me to your Care. 
O but I lore him ! There's the Rock will wreck me! 
Why was I mide with all my Sex's Sottne(s, 
Yet want the Cunning to conceal its Follies ? 
FIl ſee Caftalio, tax him with his Falſhoods, 
Be a true Woman, rail, proteſt my Wrongs : 
Refolre to hate him, and yet love him 1111, 
| Enter Caſtalio and Poly dore. 
He comes, the Conqueror comes: lie ſtill my Heart. 
And learn to bear thy Injuries with Scorn. 
Caf. Madam, my Brother begs he may have Leave, 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly ; 
I leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 
Mon. My Lord Caſtalio ! 
Cat. Madam ? 
Men. Have you 'd 
To abuſe me palpably ?; What means this Uſage ? 
B am I left with Polydore alone? 
oft. He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of Importance 
Calls me I muſt attend my Father. 
Mon. Will you then leave me thus? 
Ca. But for a Moment. 
Men. It has been otherwiſe; the Time bas been, 
When Buline's might have ſtai'd, and I been heard. 
Caft. I could tor ever hear thee ; but this Time 
Matters of ſuch odd Circumſtances preſs me, 
That I muſt LExit. 
Mon. Then go, and, if't be poſſible, for ever. 
Well, my Lord Polydore, I gueſs your Buſineſs, 
And read the ill-natur'd in your Eyes. 
Pol. It to deſire more than Miſers Wealth, 
dying Men an Hour of added Life; 
Ir ſotteſt Wiſhes and a Heart more true, 
Than ever ſuffer'd yet for Love diſdain'd, 


Speak 


— 
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k an ill Nature, accuſe me juſtly. # 
gr Talk — Lone, my Lord, I muſt not hear it, 
P:1. Who can behold ſuch Beauty, and be filent ? 
Deſire firſt taught us Words: Man when created, 
At firſt alone long wander'd up and down, 
Forlora, and filent as his Vaſlal-Beaſts ; 
But when a Heav*n born Maid, like you, appear'd, _ 
Strange Pleaſure fill'd his Eyes, and fir'd his Heart, 
Unloos'd his Tongue, and his firſt Talk was Lore. 
Min. The firſt created Pair indeed were blef#'d ; 
were the only Objects ot each other, 
Therefore he courted her, and her alone; 
But in this peopled World of Beauty, where a 
There's roving Room, where you may court, and ruin 
A thouſand more, why need you talk to me? 
Pal. Oh! I could talk to thee tor ever: Thus 
Eternally admiring, fix and gaze 
On thoſe dear Eyes ; for every Glance they ſend 
Darts through my Soul, and almoſt gives 
M- n. How can you labour thus for my Undoing ? 
I muſt conteſs, indeed, I ewe you more 
Than ever | can hope or think to pay. 
There always was a Friendm̃ip *twixt our Families ; 
And theretcre when my tender Parents d;”%, 
Whoſe ruin'd Fortunes too cxpir'd. with them; 
Your Father's Pity and his Buunty tobk me, 
A poor and helpleſs Orphau, to his Care. 
Pol. Twas tlcav'n ordain'd it fo, to make me happy, 
Hence with this pcevith Virtue, 'tis a Cheat, 
And thoſe who taught it fir were Hypocrites, | 
Come, heſe foir tender | tnbs were made for yielding. 
An. Here on my knces by Heav'ns bell Pow'r 1 
twear 7 [ Kncels, 
If you perſiſt, I ne'er benceſorih will ſez you, 
But rather wander through the World a Beggar, 
Aud live ou fordid Scrapes at proud Men; Docrs ; 
For though to Fortune loft, I'll ſtill inherit 
My Mother's Virtues, and my Fatker's Honour. 
Pel. Intolerable Vanity ! your Sex 
Was never in the right ! y are always falſe, 
Or nl; er'n — are not more 
Fantaitick than your Appetites; you taink 
Ot nothing twice: Opinion you hare none, 
2 
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T y* are nice. To-morrow not ſo free; : 
Now ſmile, then frown ; now ſorrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why ! 
Virtue you affect, Inconftancy's your Practice; 
And when your looſe Defires once get Dominion, Fy 
No hungry Churl feeds coarſer at a Feaſt ; 
Ev'ry rank Fool goes down 

Indeed, my Lord, 

I own my Sex's Follies ; I have 'em all. 
And, to avoid its Faults muſt fly from 
Therefore believe me, could you raiſe me high 
As moſt fantaſtick Woman's Wiſh could reach, 
And lay all Nature's Riches at my Feet : 
Fd rather run a Savage in the Woods 
Amongf brute Beaſts, grow wrinkled and detorm'd, 
As Wildneſs and moſt rude Neglect could make me, 
So I might ſtill enjoy my Honour fate 
From the deſtroy: g W iles of faithleſs Nen. Ex#. 


Pol. Who'd ſordid Thing cali'd Man, ö 
To cringe thus, and flatter tor a Pleaſure, 0 
Which enjoy ſo very much above him? 

Tt. e lulty Bull all the Field, 


And from the Herd fingling his Female out, 

Enjoys her, and abandons her at Will. 

It ſhall be ſo; I' yet poſſeſs my Love, 

Wait on, — 0 122 

Then when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 

And tin wanton Wiſhes to her Heart, - 

Fth* very Minute when her Virtue nods 

Pl ruſh upon her in a Storm of Love, 

Beat down her Guard of Honour, all before me, 

Surfeit on Joys, till ev'n Deſire grows ſick ; 
Then by long Abſence Liberty regain, © 
And quite forget the Pleaſure and the Pain. 

[Exitr. Pol. and Page. 


» 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, Attendants. 
Acoffe h been a of glorious Sport : 
| ben — 2nd your Brother Hm, 
grti 
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Forta from the Thickets ruſh'd another Boar, 

80 large, he ſeem'd the Tyrant of the Woods, 

With all a dreadtul _ rais'd up high, 

They ſeem'd a Grove of Spears upon his 

Foaming he came at me, _ 

Beſt to obſerve which = — t — 14 

Whetting his huge large gaping wide, 

As it he heads Pad me for his Prey; 

Till brandiſping my well-pois'd Javelin high, 

With this bold executing Arm, I ftruck 

The ugly brind!ed Monker to the Heart. 2 
Caft. The Actions of your Lite were always wondrous. + 
Acaft. No — Boy ! an honeſt Man can't live 


It is a little ſneaking Art, which Knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften Fools withal. 
If thou hatt Flattery in thy Nature, out with'r, - 
Or ſend it to a Court, for chere will thrive. 

Pel. Why there? 

Acaft. Tis nest to Money, current there; 
To be ſeen daily in as many Forins 
As there are Sorts of Vanities, and Men; 
The ſupercilious Stateſman has his Sneer, - 
To imooth a Man off with, that can't bribe him; 
The grave dull Fellow of ſmali Buſineſs ſooths 
The Humourift, and will needs admire his Wit. 
Who, witaout Spleen, could fee a hot-brain'd Atheiſt, 
Thanking a ſurly Doctor tor his Sermon ; 
Or a grave Counſellor meet a ſmooth young Lord, 
Squeeze _ Hand, and praiſe his good Com- 

Pol. Courts are the Places where beſt Manners flouriſh ; 
Where the deſcrving ought to riſe, and Fools 
Make ſhew. Why I vex and chafe my Spleen, 
To fee a gaudy Coxcomb thine, when I 
Have ſeen enough too ſoothe him in his Follies, 
And ride him to Advantage as I pleaſe ? —— 

Acaft. Who merit, ought indeed to riſt i*'th* World; 
ps 3 = that's honeſt ſhou'd ex 

t Man of Senſe would ra:k his generous Mind, 
9 all the baſe Formalities 
And Forms of Buſineſs, force of grave ſtarch'd Face, 
When he's a very Libertize in's Heart ? 
R "wy Se 
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Seem not to know this or that Man in publick, 
When prixately perhaps they meet together, 
And lay the Scene vt ſome brave Fellow's Ruin. 
Such [Things are done — 
Caf. Your Lordihip's Wropgs have been 
So great, that you with Juſtice may complain; 
But ſuller us, whoſe younger Minds ne'er felt 
Fortune's Deceits, to court her as ſhe's fair: 
Were {he a common Miitreſs, kind to all, 
Her Worth wou'd ceate, and halt the World grow idle. 
Acaft. Go to, y' are Fools, and know me not; I've learnt 
Long ſince to bear Reveage, or ſcorn my Wrongs, 
According to the Value oi the Doer. 
You both wou'd fain be great, and to that End 
Deſire to do Things wor.by your Ambition. 
Go to the Camp, Preterinent's nubleſt Mart, 
Where Honour vught to have the faneft Play, you'll find 
Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent, and Faction, 
Almoſt in ev'ry Land: How many Men 
Have ipent their Blond in their dear Country's Service, 
Ye: now pine under Want, while ſelſiſh Slaves, 
That ev'n wou'd cut their Throats whom now they _ 
fawn on. 
Like deadly Locuſts eat the Honey up, 
Which thoſe induſtrious Eecs fo hardly toiPd for! 
Caf. Theſe Precepts fuit nut with my active Mind; 
Methinks I would be buſy. : 
Pel. So would I, 
Not loiter out my Life at home, and know 
No farther than one Proſpect gives me Leave. 
Ac AH. Zuſy your Minds then, ſtudy Arts and Men; 
Learn how to value Merit, though in Rags, 
And fcorn a proud ill-manner'd Krave in Office. 
Enter Seriaa, Monimia, and Maid. 
Ser. My Lord, my Father! 
Acaſt. Bleſſings on my Child, 
Ny little Cherub, what haſt thou toaſk me? | 
Ser. I bring, you, Sir, moſt glad and welcome News 
The young Chamont, whom you've ſo often with'd for, 
Is juſt arriv'd, and emcring, 
Azaft. By my Soul, 
And all my Honours he's moſt dearly welcome 
Let me receive hun Eke his Father's Friend. 


Eater 
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Fater Chamont. 
Welcome, thou Relict of the beſt lov'd Man: 
Welcome trom all the Turmoils, and the Hazards 
Of certain Danger, and uncertain Fortune ; 
Welcome as happy Tidings atter Fears. : 
Cham, W wou'd but wrong the Gratitude I owe 
you : 
Shou'd I begin to ſpeak, my Soul's ſo ſull, 
That I ſhould talk of nothing elſe all Day. 

Mon. My Brother! 

Cham. Oh my Siſter! let me hold thee 
Long in my Arms. I've not beheid thy Face 
Theſe many Days; by Night I've often ſeen thee 
In gentle Dreams, and ſatisfy d my Soul 
With fancy'd Joys, *cill Morning Cares awak'd me. 
Another Siſter ! ſure it muſt be fo ; 

Though I remember well I had but one: 
But I feel ſomething in my Heart that prompts, 
And tells me ſhe has Claim and Intereſt there. 

Acaft. Young Soldier, you've not only ſtudy'd War, 
Courtſhip, I ſee, has been your Practice too, | 
And may not prove unwelcome to my Daughter. 

Cham. Isſhe your Daughter? then my Heart told true, 
And I'm at leaſt her Brother by Adoption: 

For you have made yourſelf to me a Father, 
And by that Patent I have Leave to love her. 
Ser. Monimia, thou haſt told me Men are falſe, 
Will flatter, feign, and make an Art of Love: 
Is Chamont ſo? No, ſure, he's more than Man, 
W near Divine, and Truth dwells in him, 

Acaft. Thus happy, who would envy 1 Pow'r,. 
The Luxury of Courts, or Wealth of Cities 
Eet there be Joy thro? all the Houſe this Day ! 

In ev'ry Room let Plenty flow at large, | 

It is the Birth-day of my Royal Maile : 

You have not viſited the Court, Chamont, 

Since your Return ? 
Cham. I have no Bus'neſs there; 

I have not flaviſh Tem enough 

F attend a Fav'rite's H eels, and watch his Sniles, 

Bear an ill Office done me to my Face, 

And thank the Lord that d me for his Favour. 
Acaft. This you could do [To his Sons. 
CA. I'd ſerve my Prince, : ' Hegft. 
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Araft. Who'd ſerve him ? 
C. I would, Lord. 
4 K. would. 


Pol. And 1; 

Acaft. Away; 
He needs not any Servant ſuch as you: 
Serve him! be merits more than Man can do! 
He is ſo Praiſe cannot ſpeak his Worth: 
So merciful, ſure he ne'cr flept in Wrath; 
So juſt, that were he but a private Man, 
He cou'd not do a Wrong. How wou'd you ſerve him? 

Cas. I'd ſerve him with my Fortune at home, 
And ſerve him with my Perſon in his Wars 
Watch. for him, fight tor him, bleed for him. 
— — 

ev true - al 7 . 

40. Let me embrace you both: Now by the Souls 
Of my brave Anceſtors, I'm truly happy; 
For this be ever bleſt my Marriage Day, 
Bleſt be your Mother's Memory that bore you, 
And bleſt be that auſpicious Hour 
That gave ye Birth. Yes, my aſpiring Boys, 
Ye have Buſineſs, when your Matter wants you. 
Yeu cannot ſerve a nobler: 1 = ſerv'd him ; 
In this old Body yet the marks 1emain 
Of many Wounds. I've with this T proclaim's - 
'd 


His Right, ev'n in the Face of rank Rebeilion ; 
And a foul-mouth'd Traitor once 
His ſacred Name, with my good Sabre drawn, 
Ev*nat the Head of all his giddy Rout, 
1ruſh'd, and clove the Rebel to the Chine. 
EF nicer Servant. | 
Serv. My Lord, the expected Gueſts are juſt arriv'd. 
Acafs . Go you, © na LIVE em Welcome and Reception. 
Cham, My ore, J hand in need of your Aſſiſtance 
In ſomething that che erns my Peace and Honour. 
Aecaft. Spur: 1. the Sun of that brave Mau 1 lov'd: 
So-freely, trieuiy we convers'd together. 
Whate'er it te, witi conticcnce ampart ir, 
Thou ſhait command my 3 .;runt aud Sword, 
Cham. I dart nat avube your f . , nor your 
Juſtice, ; 
Your Bounty wenn to what | } 


My Orphan $iter mull aur fi 
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Heaft. Prithee no more of that, it grates my Nature. 
Cham. When our dear Parents dy d, they dy d together» 
One Fate ſurpris d em, and one Grave receiv'd 'em ; 
My Father with his dying Breath bequeath'd 
Her to my Love: My Mother, as ſhe lay 
— 2 him, call'd me to her Side, 
Took me in her fainting Arms, * — embrac'd me; 
Then me cloſe, and as ſhe obſerv d my Tears, 
Kiſs'd them away: Said ſhe, Chamont, my 
By this, and all the Love I ever ſhew'd thee, 
Be careful of Monimia ; watch her Youth ; 
Let not her Wants betray her to Diſhonour : 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raĩſe ſome Friend. Then figh'd, 
Kiſs'd me again; ſo bleſs'd us, and expir'd. 
Pardon my Grief. 

Acaft. It ſpeaks an honeſt Nature. RS 
Cham. The Friend Heaven rais'd was you, you touk 


her up 
An Infant, to the deſart World expos'd, 
And prov'd another Parent. 
Acaft. I've not wrong d her. 
Cham. Far be it from my Fears. 
Acaft. Then why this ment ? bear it. 
Cham. My Lord, niy Nature's jealous, you'll 
Acaſt. Go on. 
Cham. Great Spirits bear Mis ſortunes hardly: 
Good Offices claim Gratitude; and Pride, 
Where Pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 
— make us (rather than be thought behind -hand) 
Acaft. I cannot gueſs Drift 
Diſtruſt you me ? doit] 


Chem. No, but I fear her Weakneſs * 
May make her pay her Debt at any Rate ; 
And to deal freely with your Lorathip's Goodneſs, 
I've heard a lately much diſturbs me. [found 
Acaft. Then her! and if th* Offence be 
Within my Reach, tho? it ſhould touch my Nature, 
In my own Off-ſpring, by the dear Remembrance 
Of thy brave Father, whom my Heart rejoic'd in, 
Fd rr it with ſevereſt Vengeance. [Exit, 
am, I thank from my Soul. | 
Mon, Alas my Brother ! | 


What 
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What have I done ? and why doyou abuſe me ? 
My Heartquakes in me ; in your ſettled Face, 
And clouded Brow, methinks I fee my Fate : 
You will not kill me ! 

Cham. Prithee, why doſt thou talk fo ? 

Mon. Look kindly on me then : 1 cannot bear 
Severity ; it daunts, —— nes non 
My Hear's fo render ſhould you charge me rough, 

and anſwer you with Sobbing, 

jp like a loving Brother, 
And ſearch through all the Secrets of my Soul. 
Cham. — Jv 22 myſel a Brother, 
A tender, honeſt a loving Brother. 
You've wat Gone cur Farker 
Mon. I ſhall never. 


I EE a tn es I th. 


Clem. Then you'll remember toe he was a Man 
That lived u = he Srnnked of bis Honour, | 
And pris d that } s 
He'd not —— a ſnameful Thin 
Tho in Darkneſs from the W 
He not have forgiv'n it to — 
This was the Portion that he left us; 
And I more int, than if poſleſt 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on Foole. 
© Truſt, and muſt be managed nicely ; 

by ay Chance, Monimia, 
41 this Gem, and taken from its Value, 
How will you account with me? 
Mon. I —— Envy, 
Malice, and all the Practices of ell, 
To cenſure all the Action of my paſt 
Unhappy Lite, and taint n e it they can! 
= Ay tell thee then ; ; three Nights ago, as I 
my Bed, all Darkneſs round me, 
1 to my Heart, cold Sweat 
Dewdal my Face, and trembling ſeized my Limbs ; 
y Bed ſhook under me, the Dudes ſtarted, 
red to my tortur'd Fancy there appear'd 
The form of Thee, thus beauteous as thou art; 
Thy Garments flowing looſe, and in each Hand 
A wanton Lover, which by Turns careſs d thee 
With all the Freedom of unbounded Pleaſure : 
I ſnatch'd my Sword, aud in the very Moment 


Darted! 
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Darted it at the Phantom, ſtraight it left me: 
Then roſe and call'd for Lights, when, O dire Omen ! 
I found my W had rhe Arras pierc'd, 
uſt where 1 Tale was interwoven, 
the un Jheban flew his Father. 
Mon. And tor this Cauſe my Virtue is ſuſpected! 
Zecaule in Dreams your fancy has been ridden, 
I muſt be tortur'd waking ! 
Chem. Have a care! 
Labour not to be juſtity*d too faſt : 
Hear all, and then let ju'tice hold the Scale. 
What tollow“ was the Riddle that confounds me: 
Through a cloſe Lane, as I puriv'd my Journey, 
And meditating on the }ait Night's Vition, 
I ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with Age grown double. 
Picking dry Sticks, aud mumbliug to herſelf; 
Her Eyes with icalding Rheum were gall'd and red; 
Cold Palſey ſhook her Heal, her Hands feem'd whither's, 
And on her crooked Shoulders kad the wrapt 
The tatter'd Remnant of an old ſtrĩped Hangin 8 
Which ſerv'd to keep her Carcaſe trom the ( 3 
So there was nothing of a Piece about her: 
Her lower Weeds were all o'er courſely patch'd 
With diffrent colour'd Rags, black, red, white, yellow 
And ſeem'd to ſpeak Variety of Wretchedneſs: 
I atk'd ber of my Way, which the inform d me; 
Then crav'd my Charity, and bad me haſten 
To fave a Sifter : at that Word I ftarted ! 
Mon. The common cheat of Beggars evey 
They ilock about our Doors, end to Gifts 
Or Prophecy, and teliing Fools their Fortunes. 
Chan, Oh! but the told me ſuch a Tale, Monimia, 
As in it bore great Circumitance of Truth; 
Caſtalio and Polydore, my Siſter. 
Aen. Hah ! | 
Cham. M hat, alter'd ! does your Co fail. 
Now by my Father's Soul the Witch was 
Anfwer me, if thou ha not loſt to them 
Thy Honour at a ſordid Game? 
Mn. I will, 
I muſt, fo hardly my Mis fortune loads me. 
That both have offer'd me their Loves moſt true, 
Cham, And'tisas true too, they have both — 
| ol, 
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Mon. Though they both with earneſt Vows 
Have preſt my Heart, it e er in Thought I yielded 
To any but Caſtalio 
Cham, But Caſtalio ? 
Men. Still will you croſs the Lines of my Diſcourſe, 
Yes, I confeſs that he has won my Soul 
By gen'rous Love, and Vows : 
Which he this Day appointed to complete, 
And make himſelt by holy Marriage mine. | 
Cham. Art thou then Spotleſs, hait thou till preſerv d 
Thy Virtue white without a Blot untainted ? [rray'rs! 
on, When I'm unchaſte may Heaven reject my 
Or more, to make me wretched, may you know it! 
Cham. Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 
Than all the Comtorts ever yet bleſt Man. 
But let not Marriage bait the to thy Ruin. 
Truſt not a Man; we are all by Nature falſe, | 
Diſſembling, ſubtle, cruel, and inconſtant: 7 
When a Man talks of Love, with caution truſt him; 
But it he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 
I charge thee let no more Caſtalio ſoothe thee ; 
Avoid it as thou would'it preferve the Peace 
Of a poor Brother, to whoſe Soul th' art precious. 
Moen. I will! [Ones 
Cham. A as Cold, when next you meet, as great 
When Merit begs ; then ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon 
His Heart will cool, and all his Pains grow eaſy. [Ex, 
Men, Yes, I will try him; torture him ſeverely : 
For, Oh Caſtalio ! thou too much haſt wroag'd me, 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill U age. 
comes ; now for once, Oh Love ſtand neuter, 
Whilſt a hard Part's performed! for 1 muſt *tempt, 


ly 
5 
2 
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' Wound his ſoft Nature, tho' my Heart akes for t. | | 
[Exit | 


Enter Caſtalio. 

Caſt. Monimia, Monimia She's gone; 
And ſeem'd to part with Anger in her Eyes; 
I am a Fool, and ſhe has found my Weakneſs; 
She uſes me already like a Slave 
Faſt bound in Chains, to be chaſtis'd at Will, 
Twas not well done to trifie with my Brother ; 
I might have truſted him with all the Secret, 
Open'd my filly Heart, and ſhewn it bare. 


* 
” 
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But then he loves her too; but not like me, 
I am a doating boneſt Slave, defign'd 
For 2 Bonds, which I have ſworn 
To wear : Ir is the only oy I c'er ; 
Hid from his Knowledge ; he'll ſure forgive 
The firſt Tranſgreſſion of a wretched Friend 
Betray d to Love, and all its little Follies. 

Enter Polydore, and Page at the Door. 


Pol. Here place yourſelf, and watch my Brother 
thoroughly: 
If he ſhould chance to meet Monimia, make 
Juſt Obſervation of each Word and Action; 55 
aſs not one Circumſtance without Remark : | 
Sir, tis your Office, do't, and bring me Word. [ Ex. Pol. 
Enter Monimia. 


Cat. Monimia, my Angel! *twas not kind 
To leave me like a Turtle here alone, 
To droop and mourn the Abſence of my Mate. 
When thou art from me every Place is deſart, 
And I, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn ; 
Thy Preſence only tis can make me bleſt. 
Heal my unquiet Mind, and tune my Soul. | 
Men. O the bewitching Tongues of faithleſs Men! 
*Tis thus the falſe Hyend makes her Moan 
To draw the pitying Travelier to her Den ; 
Your Sex are fo, ſuch falſe Diſſemblers all, - 
With Sighs and Plaints y*entice poor Womens Hearts, 
And all that pity you, are made your . 
Caft. What means my Love ? Oh, how have I deſerv'd 
This Language from the Sov'reign of my Joys; 
Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia, for 
Like banetul Dew from a diſtemper'd Sky; 
I feel em chil me to the very Heart. 
Mon. Oh, you are falfe, Caftalio, moſt forſworn. 
Attempt no iarther to delude my Faith ; 
My Fart is fixt, and you hall ſhake*t no more, 
Ca/7. Who told you fo? what hell-bred Villain durſt 
Prophane the facred Buſineſs of my Love ? There, 
Mon. Yeur Brother, knowing on what Terms I'm 


The —— Object of your Father's Charity, 


Licentciou ! diſcours'd to me of Love, 


C2?. 
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Cat. *Tis I have been to blame, and only I; 
Falſe to my brother, and unjuſt to thee. 
For, Oh! he loves thee too, and this Day own'd it, 
'Tax'd me with mine, and claim'd a Right above me. 
Men. And was your Love fo very tame, to ſhrink; 
Or rather than loſe him, abandon me? 
C ft. I, knowing him precipitate and raſh, 
To claim his heat, and to conceal my Happineſs, 
.Seem'd to comply with unruly Will ; 
Talk'd as he talk d, and granted all he aſk'd; 
Leſt he in rage might have our Loves betray d, 
And I for ever M:nimia loit. 
Men. Could you then? did you? can you own it too? 
*T was poorly done, unworthy of yourſelf! 
And I can never think you meant-me fair. 
C. Is this Mcximia ? furely no; till now 
I] evrert t her Dove-like, ſott, and kind. 
Who truſts his Heart with Woman's furely loſt : 
You were made fair on 7 to undo us, 
While greedily we ſnatch th' alluring Bair, 
And ne er diſtruſt Poiſon, that it hides. 
Men. TI Love ili-plac'd would find a Means te 
Cak—— 
Caf. It never wants Pretences or Excuſe. 
Mon. Man therefore was a Lord - like Creature made, 
ough as the Winds and as inconſtant too: 


R 
A lotty Aſpect given him for Command, 

Eafily ſoſtend when he would betray. 

Like conqu'ring Tyrants, you our invade, 


Where you are pic: to torage for a while ; 
But ſoon you find new Conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd Province ruirate and waſte. 

If fo, C:ftulic, you have ſerv'd my Heart, 

I find that Defolation's ſettled there, 

And I ſhall nc'er recover Peace again. 

Ca. Vo can hear this and bear an equal Mind! 
Since you will drive me from you, I muit go; 
But, Oh 1M:zimia M hen th' hait baniſh'd me, 
No creeping Slave, though tractable and dull, 

As arttul Woman tor her Ends would chuſe, 

Shall ever dote as I have done: For, Oh! 

No Tongue my Pleaſure nor my Pains can tell, 

*Tis Heaven to hive thee, and without thee Hell. as 
o. 
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Mon. Caftalin ! ſtay! we muſt not part. I find 
My Rage ebbs out, and Love flows in apace. 
Theſe little Quarrels, Love muſt nceds torgive 
They rouſe up drowſy Thoughts, and wake my Soul 
Oh! charm me with the Muſick of thy Tongue, 

m ne'er fo bleſt as when I hear thy Vows, 
And liſten to the Language of thy Heart. 

Ct. Where am I! ſurcly Paradiſe is round mea 

Sweets planted by the Hand of Heav'n grow here, 

And every Senſe is full of thy Perfection. 

Zo hear thee ſpeak miglit calm a Man's Frenzy, 

Till by Attention be forgot his Sorrows ; 

But to behold thy Eyes, t thy amazing Beauties, 

Might make him rege again with Love, as do, 

To touch thee's Heaven, but to enjoy thee, Oh! 
Thou Nature's whole Pertection in one Piece; 

Sure framing thee Heat en took unuſual Care, 


And its own Beauty is deſigu'd thee fair; 
Aud torm'd thee by the beit lov'd Angel there, [Exit, 


— 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Polydore, and Page. - 


Pu. FRET ERE they fo kind? Expreſs it to me all 
In Wards, trrill make me think I ſaw it too. 
Page. At firſt I thought they had been mortal Foes ; 
Mouimia rag'd, Caſtalio grew viſturb'd ; 
Each thought the other wrong d; yet both ſo hau ys 
Fhey ſcorn'd Submiffion, though Love all the w 
The Rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be contained. 
> But what ſucceeded ? 
3 Oh 'twas wond'rous pretty! 
a ſudden all the Storm was paſt, 
As gentle Calm of Love ſucceeded it: 
Monimia figh'd and bluſlid, Caſtalio ſwore ; - 
2 13 my Lord, I well remember, did 
young Si ſter in the Orange Grove, 
w hen ] I was firſt preterr'd to be your Page. 
ol. Happy | Caltalio! Now by my great 80 
M' ambitious gd that lan wie: 'S — Glory, 328 
I' have her yet, by my bel Hopes I — 
She ſhall he mine, in ſpite of all her Arts, 


C2 But 
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But for Caſtalio why was I retus'd ? 

Has he ſupplanted me by ſome toul Piay ? 
Traduc'd my Honour ? h! he durſt not do'r. 
It muſt be ſo: We parted, and he met her, 

Half to Compliance brought by me; ſurpriz'd 
Her thinking Virtue, till the yielded quue :; 

S') Poachers baſely pick up tired Game, 

Waile the fair Hunter's cheated of his Prey. 


—_ _ | 
e 
Fin d out ſome Song to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 
Womens Hypocrifes, their ſubtile Wiles, 
Petraying Smiles, teign'd Tears, Inconſtancies; 
Their painted Outſides, and corrupted Minds; 
The Sum of all their Follies, and their Falſhoods. 
Enter Servant. 
Srv. Oh the unhappy* Tidings Tongue e'er told! 
Pol. The Matter — * N 
Serv. Oh ! your Father my good Maſter, 
As with his Gueſts be ſat in Mirth rais'd bigh, 
Aud chas'd the Goblet ruund the joyful Board, 
A ſudden Trembling ic;z'd on all bis Limbs ; 
Ils Eyes diſtunted grew; his Viſage pale 
His 1 foriook bim; Life itſelf ſeem'd fled, 
And all his Friends are waiting now about him. 
Euter Acaſto leaxing on two. 
ſcaſto. Su me, give me Air; I'll yet recover; 
Twas but a Slip, decaying Nature made; 
For ſhe weary near her Journey's End. 
Where are my Sons? Come near, my Polydore ; 
Your Brother ; where's Caſtalio ? 
Serv. My Lord, 
I've ſearched, as you commanded all the Houſe ?! 
He and Monimia are not to be tound. 
Acafts. Not to be found! then where are all my 
I hope Fe Th — Fault 
| the an unha 
My — 4 Infirmity has —4— ; 
Death could not come in a more welcome Hour ! 
For Pm prepar'd to meet him, and methinks, 
Wauld live and die with all my Friends about me. 


Enter 


| 
| 


And bear me up: I'd walk: So, now 


| And tor th Eltare, you'll ud when I am dead, 


Be very careful how you make new Friends, 
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Enter Caſtalio. 
Caf. Angels preſerve my deareſt Father's Life, 


Bleſs it with N uninterrupted Days ! 
Oh! may he live till Time itſelt decay, 
Till good Men wiſh him dead, or I -nd him 

Acaſto. Thank you, Caſtalio; give me both your Hands, 


I appear t as Hereules himſelf, 
Supported 12 Pillars he had rais d. 
CH. My Lord, your Chaplain. 
Acafto. Let the good Man enter. 
was | guard your Leviiiy, and ceflecs your 


Acaftr. | have provided for N if I die: 
No Fawning ! tis a Scandal to thy Office. 
My Sons, as thus united, ever live; 


I have divided it betwixt you _ 

E. jually parted, as you ſhar'd my 

Only to — Monimia Fre be — 

Fen tas Crowus; a little Portion for her, 

To wed her honourubly as the's born. 

Ee not leſs Friends becauſe you're Brothers ; ſhun 

T ho —— that' s fingular, his Mind's unſound. 
o'erweighs his Brain; but above all, 


Tae — — factious Fool, 
The ol, 1 8 talking, harden d Knare. 
The quaint ſmooth Rogue, that fins againit his Reaſon ; 
Calls fauey loud Suſpi _ ' public Zeal, 


And Mutiny, the Dictates of his Spirit : 


Men read not Morals now; *cwas a Cuſtom : 
But all are to their Father's Vice born; 

And in their Mother's Ignorance are bred. 
Let al the fins the laſt mad Thing you do, 
For all the — of the paſt. 

If you have never give them Knowledge, 
Twill — Fortune; Fools are all the Faſhion ;: 
Lt you've Religion, keep it to yourſelves; 

Atheiſts will elſe make uſe of Toleration. 

And laugh you out on't: Never ſhew Religion, 
Except you mean to — for Knaves of Conſeience, 


And cheat Believing „* 
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. Enter Serina. 
Ser. My Father! 
Ac, My Heart's Darling 
4 knees 


Het wy | 
Fix to the Earth. Ne'er let py on have Reft, 
But wake and weep, till Heav'n reſtore my Father. 


Acaſtoc, Riſe to my Arms, and thy kind Pray'rs are 


anſwer'd. 


For thou'rt a wond'rous Extract of all Goodneſs. 
Born tor my Joy, and no Pain's telt when near thee. 


Chamont ! 
Enter Chamont. 


Many | fee are wafting round about you, 
AndI = wr aſk a e ! 
Acaſto. May'ſt thou be happy 
Cham, Where? 
Acaſto. In all thy Wiſhes. 
Cham. Confirm me fo, and make this Fair one mine: 
I am unpractis'd in the Trade of Courtſhip, 
And know not how to deal Love out with Art: 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt like thoſe in War, 
Fierce, reſolute, and-done with all the Force ; 
So | wouid open my whole Heart at once, 
And pour out the Abundance of my Soul. 


Acafts, What ſays Serina? Canſt thou love a Soldier? 


One born to Honour, and to Honour bred ? 

One that has learat to treat een Foes with Kindneſs: 

To wrong no good Man's Fame, nor praiſe himſelt? 
Ser. Oh ! name not Love, tor that's ally'd to Joy, 

And Joy mutt be a Stranger to my Heart 


When you're in Danger. May Chamonr's good Fortune 


Render him lovely to ſome happier Maid ! 
Whilſt I at friendly Diſtance ſee him bleſt, 
ye” Gods, and wonder at his V irtues. 

icaſto. Chamont pm her, conquer and poſſeſs her, 
And, as my Son, a Third of all my — . 
Shall be thy Lot. 
But keep thy Eyes from wand' ring, Man of Frailty. 
Ee vate the dangerous Beauty of the Wanton, 
* their . — ; Rom a Vulture 

Vaits on their Conqueſts : Fa s too's their Bufineſs, 
T hey put talie Beauty off to all the World, 1 

i 


FR. 


Cham. My Lord, may't prove not an unlucky Omen: 
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| Lord, I would not loſe that Satisfaction 
Ree 
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Uſe falſe Endearments to the Fools that love em, 
And when marry, to their tifly Huſbands, 
bring falſe Virtue, broken Fame and Fortune. 
on. Hear ye that, my Lord ? 
Pol. Yes, my fair Monitor, old Men always talk thus. 
Acaft. Chamont, 7 told me of ſome Doubts that 
Are you yu ſatisfy d that 'm your Friend? you. 


ng I could wiſh for: 
As to my Fears already I have loſ'em 
hey ne'er ſhall vex me more, nor —— 


] = Daughter you muſt do ſo too. 


Now my Diforder ſeems all and over, 
And I methinks begin to new Health. 
Caft. Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite. 
Acaft. Yes, I'll to Bed; Men muſt humour 
Weakneſs : 
— — PO VI 
This melancholy Thought of Death aw | night? 
Good-night ! my Friends, Heav'n ye all! Good- 
To-morrow early we'll ſalute rhe 
Find out new Pleaſures, 2 
cn. Wh all but —_—_ 
ir Gravity, a with 
Chap. With me, 'Sir! _ 
Cham. If you're at Leiſure, Sir, we'll waſte an Hour; 


| "Tis yet too ſoon to fleep, and will be Charity 


To lend your Converſation to a Stranger, 
Chap. Sir, you're a Soldier ? 
Cham. Yes. | 
Chap. I love a Soldier : 
And had been one myſelf, but that 
hed ent k ary Des, 
For all | wear Black. 
12 2 n 
ou long Dependance on this Family? | 
Ons. 1 he on the he it ſo, becauſe my Time's 
2 pleaunty, 1 — * not 8 imperious, 
y Whi has good Nature, | 
288 


„ becauſe 
I do not pretend to be wiſer than they are; 


I med- 
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I meddle with no Man's Bufneis but my win ; 

I riſe in a Morning carly, ſtud: moderately. 

Eat and drink cheartully, live ſoberly, 

Take my inno.ent ures treely ; 

So meet with Reſpect, and am nor the Jcft of the Family. 
Cham. I'm glad you are jo uappy. 

A pleaſant Fellow this, and may be uſeful. [ Aſides 

Knew you my Father the old Chamont ? 
Chap. I did, and was moſt forry when we loſt him. 
Cham. Why, didſt thou lore him? Friend. 
Chap. Ev'ry body lov d him; beſides n aiter's 
Cham. I could embrace thee for that very Netion. 

If thou didſt love my Father, I could thi k 

Thou would'ſt not be an Enemy to me. 
Ciap. I can be no Man's Foe. 

Cham. I hen prythee tell me, 

Think'ſt thou the Lord Caſtalio loves my Sitter ? 

Nay, never ſtart. Come, come, I know thy Office 

_=_ wee all the Secrets of the Family. 

Then it thou'rt honeſt uſe this Freedom kindl;;. 
Chap. Love your Siſter ! | 
Cham, Ay, love her. 
Chep. Sir, 1 never aſked him. 

And wonder you ſhculd aſk it me. 


Cham, Nay, but thou'rt an Hypocrite: is there notone 


Of all thy Tribe that's hcnett in your Schools? 
The Re of your Superiors make ye Slaves ; 
Te all live loathſome, ſneaking, ſervile Lites; 
Not free enough to practice gen'rous Truth, 
ye pretend to teach it to the World. 
Cp. 1 woul deſerve a better Thought from you. 


Cham, If thou would have me not contemn thy Office - 


And Character, think all thy Bretheren K naves, 
Thy Trade a Cheat, and thou it's worft Profeficr, 
Inform me ? for I tell thee, Prieſt, I'll know. 


Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong d her. 


A Scene of Miſchiet to undo us all. 
8 LATIN Son? 
» Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 
Chon. This 
What ſhall I give thee for't ! thou dear Phyſician 
Of fickly Souls, unfold this Riddle to me, 
And comfort mine Clap. 


Cham. How d her? have a care, for this may lay 


is a Secret worth a Monarch's Fortune: 


_— — ew 2 — — "_— 
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from willingly. 
ay hen again thou'rt honeſt. Would't thou 
[tell me? 


Cham. Why, Iam no Fool. 
Chap. So indeed you fay. 
Cham. Prythee be ſerious then. 
Chap. You fee I am fo, 
And hardly ſhall be mad enough To-night 
To truſt you with my Ruin. 

Cham, Art thou t 
So far concern'd in't ? What has been thy Office ? 
Curſe on that tormal ſteady Villain's Face 
—— — nay, Bawds, they ſay, 

pray upon Occafion, talk of Heav'n, 
Turn up 4 goggling A zail 
Diſſemble, lye, preach like an 
Art thou a Bad? * 

Chap. Sir, I'm not often us d thus. 

Cham. Be juſt then. 

Chap. So I ſhall be to the Truſt 
That's laid upon me. 

Cham. By the reverenc'd Soul 
Of that honeſt Man that gave me Being, 
Tell me but what thou know'it concerns my 
And if e er I reveal it to thy W 


May this Sword ne er do me Night in Battle! 
May I ne'er know that bleſſed Peace of Mind, 
That dwells in and pious Men like thee ! 


Chap. I ſee your Temper's moved and I will truſt 
— — 
» I will; but if it ever 7 
Chem. It never ſhall. | 
Chap. Swear then. 
K ., $4.4. +, Honour of my Name, 
's to me, x 
And that Pow'r I ſerve, it never halt. > 
Chap.Then this good Day whenall the Houſe was buſy 
When Mirth and kind Rejoicing fild each Room, 
As I was walking m the e I met them. me 
Cham, What, met them in the Grove together ? tell 
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How, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, hah! 


.I, by her own Appointment, met them there, 
Receiv'd their Marriage-V ows, and join d their Hands. 
Cham. How! marry'd! 
hap. Yes, Sir. 
m. Then my Soul's at Peace: 
But why would you ſo long delay to give it? 
Chap. Not knowing what Reception it may fiad! 
With old Acaſto; may be I was too cautious 
To truſt the Secret from me. 
Cham. What's the Cauſe 
I cannot gueſs, though tis my Siſler's Honour, 
I do not hke this Marriage, 
Huddled i'th' dark, and done at too much Venture; 
The Buſineſs looks with an unlucky Face. 
Kr ep ſtil! the Sceret; for it ne er ſhall ſcape me. 
Not ev'n to them, the new matched Pair. Farewel. 
Believe my Truth, and know me for thy Friend. [Ex. 
Enter Caflalic and Mcnimig. 
Caf. Young Chamont and the Chaplain! ſure'tis they 2 
No matter what's contriv'd, or who conſulted, 
Since my Monimia's mine ; though this ſad Look 
Seems no good boding Omen to her Bliſs; 
Elſe tell me why that look caſt down ? 
Why that fad Sigh as if thy Heart was breaking ? 
Men; Caſtalio, I am thinking what we've done: 
The heavenly Powers were ſure difpleaz'd To-day 3 
For at the Ceremony as we ſtood, 
And as your Hand was kindly join'd with mine; 
As the good Prieſt pronounc'd the facred Words, 
Paſſion grew big, and l could not terbcar. 


Tears drown'd my Eyes, and 'Treabling ſeiz'd my Soul, 


What ſhou'd that mean ? 
<afft. Oh, thou art tender all! 
Gentle and kind as ſympathiſing Nature! 
When a fad Story has been told, I've ſeen 
Thy little Breaſts with ſoft a ſwell'd, 
Shove up and down, and heave like dying Birds; 
But now let Fear be baniſh'd, think no more 
Ot Danger; for there's Safety in my Arms, 
Let them receive thee; Heav'n grows jealous now z 
Sure ſhe's too good for any Creature! 
I cou'd grow wild, and praiſe thee ev'n to Madneſs. 


Buts 


r ns. 


hd alles +... . © as MS. a> 


45 44d 


6 as. add. Ab 
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My Brother wand'ring too ſo late this Way? 
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Nat wherefore do I dally with my Bliſs ? 
"The Night's far ſpent, and Day draws on apace ; 


To Bed, my Love, and wake till l come thither, 


Pol. So bot, my Brother? [Polydore at the Doors 
Men. Twill be impoſſible ; 
You know your Fathe-'s Chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt Noiſe will certainly alarm hun. 
Caft. Impoſſible ! impoſſible 1 alas! 
Is't potÞble to live one Hour without thee ? 
Let me behold theſe Eyes : they'll te!l me Truth. 
Haſt thou no Longing : Art thou fiill the ſame 
Cold, icy Virgin? No! thour't alter'd quite: 
Haſte, haſte to Bed, and let looſe all thy Wiſhes. 
Mon. Tis but one Night, my ; I pray be rul'd, 
Caf. Try if th' aft Power to ſtop a flowing Tide, 
Or in a "Tempeſt make the Seas be calm; 
And when that's done, I'll conquer my Defires : 
No more, my Bleſſing. What ſhall be the Sign ? 
When ſhall I come; tor tv my Joys FI! fteal, 
As if I ne er had paid my Freedom for them. 
Mon. Jaſt three ſoſt upon the Chamber Door 3 
And at that Signal you ſhall gain Admittance : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt Word; for if you ſhou'd 
*Tis turely heard, and all will be betray'd. 
Caft. Oh! doubt it not, Monimia ; our Joys 
Shall be as filent as rhe ecitatic Bliſs 
Ot Souls, that. by Intelligence converſe : 
Immortal Pleaſwes ſhall our Senſes 
Thought thall be loſt, and ev diffoly'd? 
12 my Love; firit take this Kits. — Ry 
lung tor that to come, yet each Minute pa 
28 3 [Exit Mon. 


Pol. Caſtalio ! 
Caft. My Polydore, how doſt thou? 
How do 's our Father: Is he well recorer'd ? 
Pol. I left him happily repos'd to Reit; 
He's ſtill as gay as it his Life was young. 
But how docs lait Monimia? 
Ct Doubtleſs, well: y 
A cruel Beauty with her Conqueſt pleas'd 
Js always joytul, and her Mind in Health. 
Peil. Is the the ſame Monimia ftill ſhe was ? 
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we not ſhe's made of Mortal Mould ? 
She's not * 2 _ 

Tho? I'm grown weary of this tedious Hoping ; 
We're in a barren Deſart ſtray d too „ 
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Pol. Yet may Relief be unex 
And Love's ſweet Manna cover all the Field. 
Met ye to Day ? ; 

Caft. No; ſhe has ſtill avoided me: 
Her Brother too is jealous of her grown. 
And has been hinting ſomething to my Father. 
I wiſh I'd never meddled with the Matter: 
And wou'd enjoin thee, Polydore——— 

Pal. To what? 


Caft. To leave this peeviſh Beauty to herſelf. 
P.. What quit my, Love ? as ſoon I'd quit my Poſt 
In Fight, and like a Coward run away. 
No, by my Stars, I'll ebaſe her till ſhe yields 
To me, or meets her Reſcue in another. 


Caf. Nay, the has Beauty that might ſhake the 


Leagues 

Of mighty Kings, aud ſet the World at odds: 

But I have wondrous Reuſuns on my dide, 

That wou d perſuade thee, were they known. 
Pol. Then ſpeak 'em : | 

What are they? Came ye to her Window here 

To learn em now? Caſtalio, hare a care; 

Uſe honeſt Dealing with a Friead and Brother, 

Believe me, I'm not with my Love fo blinded, 

Bur can diſcern your Purpoſe to abuſe me : 

it your Pretences to ber. 
aft. Grant 1 do; 

You love Capitulations, Polydore, 

And but upon Conditions would oblige me. 
Pel. vw. oy you've Reaſons; why are they con- 
Caf. To-morrow I tell 5H 

It is a Matter of ſuch 4 

As I muſt well conſult ere I reveal. 

But prythee ceaſe to think I wou'd abuſe thee, 

Till more be known. | 
Pel. When you, Caſtalio, ceaſe 

To meet Monimia unknown to me, 


And then deny it ilaviſhly, I'll ceaſe 


To 


See 


W 


| 
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To think Caſtalio faithleſs to his Friend : 
Did I not ſee you part this very Moment? 


He little thinks 
But to his Chamber's 
Then come and take Pofſefon of m Love: 
This is the utmoſt Point of all my Hopes ; 


Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 
2 for a Means now how _ _ 

diſappoint this happy e : 
In ev'ry thing we do or undertake, 
He ſoars above me, mount what Height I 
And keeps the Start he got of me in Bi 


Cordelio ! 
Enter P. 

Page. My Lord ! we 

Fol. Come hither, Boy. 
Thou halt a pretty forward lying Face, | 
And may'ſt fo Time capes Protiomant; eanſt thou 

Pretend to Secrecy, eajole and flatter | 
"Ro bhp Lond, , 

Page. any thing for 
2 ws faithful Boy. . — 
Command, what' er's your Pleaſure I'll obſerve ; 

Be it to run, or watch, or to 
A Letter to a beauteous Lady's Boſom; 
At leaſt, I am not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn. 


Vadretling, and ring tor his Reſt; 

ell him a pretty Story that may pleaſe 
His Ear: Invent a Tale, no Matter what: 
If he ſhould aſk of me, tell him I'm 
To Bed, and ſent you there to know his Pleaſure, 
Whether he'll hunt To-morrow. Well ſaid, Polydore, 
Ditiemble with thy Brother! that's one Point, 
But do not leave him y he's in his Bed, 


Or 
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Or if he chance to walk again this Way, 
Follow, and do not quit him, but ſeem fond 
Todo him little Offices of Service, 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him; then 
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away : 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 
Page. Doubt not my Lord : He has been always kind 
To me; wou'd often tet me on his Knees, 
Then give me Sweet-meats, call me Poy, 
And aſk me what the Maids talk'd of at Nights. 
Pol. Run quickly then, and profp*rous be thy Wiſhes. 
[Fit Paga 
Here I'm alone and fit for Miſchief ; now 
To cheat his Brother, wil't be honeſt that? 
I heard the Sign ſhe ordered him to give. 
Oh for the Artot Proteus but to change 
Th unh Polydore to bleſt Caſtalio ! 
She's not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 
| may fit her Arms as well as he. 
when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 
T han Senſe can think, all loofen'd into Joy, 
To hear my diſappointed Brother 
And give the unregarded Signal ; Oh ! 
— > Ga ** leaſure will that be l 
uſt three ſo! —_ the Chamber Door, 
— ſpeak not the leaſt Word, for it you ſhould, 
Ixꝰ's ſurely heard, and we are both betray d. 
How I a Miſtreſs that contrives 
With Care to lay the Bufineſs of — 4 
One that has Wir to. ch um the very Soul ! | 
And give a double Rel ſh to Delight! 
'Bleſt Heaw ns aſſiſt me but in this — 
And my kind Stars be but propitious now, 
Diſpoſe of: me hereafter as you 
4 [ Gives the Sign. 


Monimia! Monimia ! 
[| Maid at the Window.) Who's there 
4 64. "Tis T. | 
Maid. My Lord Caſtalio? 
5 . Tore, my dare erdale ? 
'How m 
T_T 
She wonders much at your 


> 
You're ſtaid ſolong Ot at cock lde Noi 


The 
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The Wind but makes, the aſks if you are coming. 
Pal. Tell her Pm here, and let the Door be d. 
Had. 


— nl wk. 

Now boaſt, Caſtalio, weugh cor wee 
Thyſelf ſtrange Stories of a promis'd Bliſs. 
It opens : Hah ! what means my ing Fleſh! 
Limbs, do your Office, end en me well | 
Bear me to her, then fail me it you can. 
Enter Caſtalio and Page. 

Page. Indeed, my Lord, twill be a lovely Morning; 
Pray let us hunt. 

Che Go, you're an idle Prattler, 
Pl ſtay at Home To-morrow ; if your Lord 
Thinks fit, he may command my Hounds : Go leave me, 
I muſt to Bed. 


Page. I'll wait your Lordſhip, 
Ii you think fit, and fn you to Repoſe. . 
Caſt. No, my kind Boy, the Night is too far waſted ; 
My Senſes are quite diſtob'd of Thought, 
Ard ready all with me to go to Reſt, 
ie Ni he | Commend me to my Brother. 
age. Oh! 
' You never heard the laſt new gong l learn d; 
It is the ſinèſt, prettieſt Song indeed, 
Of my — my Lady, you know who, that were 
ea 
177.7 you know where. My Lord, indeed it is. 
Lou muit be whipt, Youngfter, it you get ſuch _ 
Songs as thoſe are. | 
Theo Means this Boy's * Tools? 1 
age. Why, what muſt I. ſi m Lord 
Caft. Pfalme, Child, 8 "ou | F 
Page. O dear me! Boys that go to School learn Pſalms: 2 
But Pages that are better bred, ting Lampoons. 
Caſt. Well, leave me: Pm weary. 
Pu ge. Oh! but you promiſed me, laſt time I told you 
what Colour my Lady Monimia's Stockings were of, and - 
that the garter'd them above Knee, that you would give 
me a little Horic to go a Hunting upon, fo you did. Fil 
tell you no more Stories, except you keep your Word 
with me. | 
CH. Well go, xou-Trifler, 3. To-morrow aſk 
4 


me. 
Page 
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Page. Indeed, my Lord, I can't abide to leave you. 

. Why, wen hon infiruted to attend me? 

Page. No, no, indeed, my Lord, | was not; 

But 1 what I know. ' 
Caft. What doſt thou know ? Death! what can all this 
Page. Oh! I know who loves Somebody, [mean? 
Caf. What's that to me, Boy? 

Page. Nay, I know who loves you too. 

Ca. Thu's a Wonder! prithee tell it me. 
Page. 'TVis—'tis—TI know who—but will 

You give me the Horſe then ? 

Cob. 1 will, my Child. 
Page. It is my 1227 look you, but don't you 


tell her I told : 
then, I hea 


Caf, Hark! What's that Noiſe ? 
e rar 

ou Knave, you little Flatterer, get you gone. Ex. Page. 
_ Smely it was a Noiſe, Hiſt——only Fancy. 
And the perperval — 
So much the from her Werk appears to ceaſe, 
And ev'ry warring Element's at Peace; 
All the wi'd are in the Coverts couch'd ; 
'The Fiſhes to their Banks or Ouze repair'd, 
And to the Murmurs of the Waters RB 
The feeling Air's at reſt, and feels no Noiſe, 
Except of | ſott Breaths among the Trees, 
Rocking the harmleſs Birds to reſt upon em. 
*Tis now that, guided by my Love, I go 
To take Poſſeſſion of Monimia's Arms. 
Sure Polydore's by this lime gone to Bed. 


At Midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, 


To make a Viſit to his boarded Gold, 

And feaſls his Eyes upon the ſhining Mammon. [ Kzochs. 

She hears me not; ſure ſhe already NNeeps, 
Her Wiſkes could not brook fo long Delay, 


And 
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And her poor Heart has beat itſelf to reſt, [ Knocks again - 
Monimia ! my Angel—hah—not yet —— 
How long's the ſhorteſt Moment of Delay. 
To a Heart impatient of its Pangs like mine, 
In Sight of Eaſe, and panting to the Goal? [ Knocks again... 
Once more — 

Mid. Who's there | 

That comes thus rudely to diſturb our Reſt. - 


you, what's your Name ? 


Maid. Who are 


Ca. Suppoſe the Lord 
Maid. | know you not. 


The Lord Caſtalio has no Bufineſs here. 


Maid. Whoc'er you are, Fe may 
d. 


TH? are all in Conſultation met together, 
How to reward my Truth, and crown her Vows. - 
Maid. Sure the Man's mad ? 
Cf, Or this will make me fo ; 
18 or by all the Wrongs I ſuffer, 
FI ſcale the Window, and come in by Force, 
Let the ſad Conſequence be what it will; 
This Creatures trifling Folly makes me mad! 
Maid. My Lady's — is, you may depart; 
She ſays ſhe knows you t you are Polydore, 
Sent by Caſtalio, as you were To-day, 5 
T affront and do her Violence again. 
Caft. I'll not believ't. 
Maid. You may, Sir. 
Caft. Curſes blaſt thee ! 
Maid. Well, *tis a fine cool Ev'ning ! and I hope 
May cure the raging Fever in your 


Gooud-night. 
| Coft. Kad farewell all that's juſt in Women 
This is contriv'd, a ſtudied Trick to abuſe 
My eaſy Nature, and torment my Mind: 
Sure now ſhe as bound me faſt, and means to lord it, 
To reign me hard, and ride me at her Will, - 
D 3 rin 
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Till by Degrees ſhe ſhape me into Fool, 
For all her tuture Uſes.” Death and Torment; 
"Tis I:npudence to think my Soul will bear it? 
Oh, I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my Hair! 
"Tis well, Monimia, that the Empire's ſhort ! 
Let but Fo-morrow, but To-morrow come, 
And try if all thy Arts appeaſe my Wrong; 
Lill 5 be this detetied Place my Bed, ¶ Lies de un. 
Where I will ruminate on Woman's Ills; 
Laugh at myſelf, and curſe th' inconſtant Sex: 
Faithleſs Monimia ! Oh Monimia! 

Euter Erneſto. 

Era. Either 


My Senſe has been deluded, or this Way 
I heard the Sound of Sorrow ; tis late Night, 
And none whoſe Mind's at Peace, would wander now, 

Caft. Who's there? 

Ern. A Friend. 

Cat. It thou art fo, retire, 

And leave this Place; tor I would be alone. 

Ern. Caſtalio! My Lord, why in this Poſture, 
Stretch'd on the Ground? your honeſt true old Servant, 
Your poor Erneſto cannot fre you thus ; 

Kife, 1 beſeech you. 

Cat. It thou art Erne ſto, 

As by thy Honeſty thou ſcem'ſt to be, 
Once leuve me tomy Folly, 
h ra, J can't leave you, 
And not the Reaſon know of your Diſorders. 
Femember how, when young, I in my Arms 
Il. ve oſten borne you, pleas'd you in your Pleaſures, 
And ſought an early Share in your Attection : 
Do not diſcard me now, but let me ferve you. 

Caft. Thou canſt not ſerve me. 

Fra. Why? 

Ca#. Becauſe my Thoughts 
Are full of Woman; thou, poor Wretch, art paſt cm. 

Era. I hate the Sex. | 

Caft. Thea Im thy Friend Erneſto, [ Riſes, 
I'd lcave the World tor him that hates a Woman! 
VWeman, the Fountain of all human Frailty ! | 
V hat might Ills have not been done by Woman? 

Woo was't betray'd the Capitol? A Woman, 


Whe 
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Who loſt Mark Anthony the World? A Woman, 

Who was the Cauſe of a long ten Years War, 

And laid at laſt old Troy in Aſhes? Woman! 

Veſtructire, damnable deceittul Woman ! 

Woman to Man firſt as a Blefling givin; _ 

When Innocence and Love were in their Prime, . 

Happy awhile in Paradiſe they lay, 

But quickly Woman long'd to go aſtray ; 

Some foolith new Adventure needs mutt prove, 

And the firſt Devil ſhe faw ſhe chang'd her Love: 

To his Temptations lewdly the inclin'd _ 

Her Soul, and for an Apple damn'd Mankind. 
[Excunts | 


— — 


Acr Iv. SCENE I. 


Acaſto ſe'us, 
Br be the Morning that has brought me Health g 


A happy Reſt has ſotten'd Pain away, 
nd I'll torget it, though my Mind's not well; 


A heavy Melancholy clogs my Heart ; 


I droopand figh, I know not why. Dark Dreams, 
Sick Fa 


ancy's Children, have been over-buſy, 
And all the Night play'd Farces in my Brains : 
Methought I heard the Mid-night Raven cry ; 
Wak'd with th' imagin'd Noiſe, my Curtaias ſeem d 
To tart, and at my Feet my Sons appear'd, 
Like Ghoſts, all pale and tiff, I ftrove to ſpeak, 
But could not : Suddealy the Forms were loſt, 
And ſecem'dto vaniſh in a bloody Cloud. 
*Fwas odd, and 10e ſhook my Thoughts; 
But was th* Effect ot Menper'd Blood; 
And when the Health's diſturb'd, the Mind's unruly. 
Euter Poly dore. | 
Good Morning, Polydore. 
Pol. Heav'n keep your Lordſhip. 
Acaſto. Have you yet ſeen C.ftalio T ? 
Pel. My Lord, 'tis ea ly Day ; he's y riſen, 
Acaſto. Go, call him up, and meet me in the Chapel, 
[Exit Poly dore. 
I cannot think all has gone well To-night ; 


Fos 
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Nieren 
Was then my own) methought I heard my 8on 
Cafſtalio's Voice; but it ſeem'd low and mouruful : : 
Under my Window too I heard ĩt: 
M' untoward Fancy could not be deceiv d 
In every Thing : and I will ſearch the Truth out. 
Eater Monimia, and her Maid. 

up, Monimia ! you roſe | 
Thus early ſurely to outſhine the : 
Or was there any Thing that croſs'd your reſt ? 
They were naughty Thoughts that would not let you 


—_— hatever are my Thoughts, my Lord, I've 
rat 


Example to correct their Ills, 
A More RE Evening give up the Account. 

Aceto. Your Pardon ſweet One, I upbraid you not; 
Orif I would, you are fo good, I could not. 
Though I'm deceir'd, or you're more fair T 
For Beauty's hcig'tened in your Cheeks, and all 
Your Charms {cm up, and ready in your Ey es. 

Mer. The lutle Share I have 's fo very mean, 

That it may euſily admit Addition; 

Though you, my Lord, ſhould moſt of all beware 

To give it too nuch Praiſe, and make me 

a Proud of an old Man's Praiſes ! No, Monumia ! ' 
if my Prayers can work thee any Good, 

SR 007 mans the largeſt Share of 'm: 

Heard you no Noiſe To-night? | 

Men. Noiſe ! my good ! 

Acaft, About Midnight. 

Men. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. 

Acafts. You muit ſure! went you early to your Reſt 7 © 

Men. About the wonted Hour. han. | 

f Aide. - 


Acaſto. And went your Maid to Bed too? 
Men. My Lord, I gueſs fo; 
I've ſeldom known her — my Orders. 
Acaſto. Sure Gublins then, or Fairieshauntthe Dwelling; 
I'll have Enquiry made through all the Houſe, | 
But I'll find out the Cauſe of theſe Diſorders. 
Good 1 thee, Monimia— l' ll to 91 + 
Azz, I'll but diipatch ſume Orders to my Woman. 


» 


But went away fo cold; the Kiſs 
Seem'd the cold Compliment of ſated Love. 
Would | had never marry d! 

Maid. Why? 

Men. Methinks 
The Scene's quite alter d; I am not the ſame; 
I've bound up for myſelt a Weight of Cares, 
And how the will be borne, none knows, 


be 
And thould Caftl 


Should be vate as religious Ri ' 
From the — View of — 7 
[Exit Mon. and Maid. 
Enter Caſtalio. 

4 s come! And now upon the 


And diſtant Mountains, where they feed their 
The happy — — leave their homely Huts, “ 
And with their Pipes proclaim the new-born Day. 
The luſty Swain comes with his well fill'd Scri 
Of | Viands, which, when . 
With much Content and Appetite he eats, 
To follow in the Field his daily Toil, 
And dreſs the grateful Glebe, that yields him Fruits, 
The Beaſts that under the warm Hedges flept, 

And weather'd out the cold bleak 2 

And looking tow'rds the neighb' ring i 

The Voice, and bid their Fellow Brutes Good-morrow ! 
The chearful Birds too, on the Tops of Trees, 
Aſſemble all in Choirs, and with their Notes 


There's 
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My 


Shre 


8 Breaſt, 
large. : 
Mon. Am I not then your Wife, vour lord Monimia 2 
once was fo, or I've moſt ſtrangely dreamt, 
What ails my Love? 
Ca. Whate'er thy Dreams have been, 
Thy waking Thought's ne'er meant Caſtalio well. 
No more, Monimia, of your Sex's Arts. 
The) re uſeleſs all: Pm not that pliant Tool, 
That neceffary Utenſil you'd make me; 
I know my Chana better — am Man, 
Obſtinate Man; and will not be enſlav'd. 
Mon. You ſhzlt not feart't : Indeed my Nature's eaſy 3 
In ever live your moſt obedient Wife! 
Nor ever avy Priviliges pretend 
ond your Will; for that ſhall be my Law: 
Cat. Nay, you ſhall not. Madam; 
By yon — Hnovem, vou ſhall not. All the 
FI! play the Tyrant, and at Night forſake thee; 
Till by Aſffictions, and continu'd Cares, | 
Have thee to a homely Honſhold Drudge ; 
2 Nay, 
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Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 

Subſervient to all my looſer Pleaſures, \ 

For thou haſt d Caſtalio, 
Mon. No more ; 

Oh kill me here, or tell me my Offence, 

Fl never quit you elſe ; but on theſe Knees, 

Thus follow you all Day, *rill they're worn bare ; 

And hang upon you like a drowning Creature. 

Caſtalio, — 

Caſt. Away; laſt Night, laſt Night, 
om. It was our Wedding Night. 
77 7. = _ * forget it. 

on. Wh then repent 
Caſt. 1 do. my 
Mon. Oh Heaven !i 

And will not leave me thus? Help, help, Florella. 

[ He drags her to the Door, and breaks from ler. 

Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel Man. 

Oh ! my Heart breaks—Pm dying. Oh —ſtand off; 

I'll not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs ; ſtill 

Chaft and fomented let my Heart ſwell on, 

*Till with it's Injuries it- burſt, and ſhake 

With the dire Blow this Priſon to the Earth. 

Maid. What ſad Miſtake has been the Cauſe of this? 
Mon. Caſtalio! Oh! how often has he ſwore, 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 

E'er he would falfity his Vows to me! 

Make haſte, Contuſion then; Sun, loſe thy Light, 

And Stars drop dead with Sorrow to the Earth ; 

For my C:ſtalio's falſe. 


Maid. Unhappy Day ! 


8 Mn. Falſe as the Wind, 2 
Cruel as T o'er their trembling : 
I teel him 1 Breaſt, he tears my Heart, 
And at each Sigh he drinks the guſhing Blood ; 
Muſt I be long in Pain? 
| Enter Chamont. 

Cham. In Tears, Monimia ! 

Mon. Whoe'er thou art, 
Leave me alone to my belov'd 

Chan. Lift up thy Eyes, and fee who comes to chear 
Tell me the Story of thy Wrongs, and then [thee : 
See it my Soul has Reſt, till thou haſt Juſtice. | 
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Ma, My Brother ! 1 
Cham. Yes Monimia, if thou think ſt 

That I deſerve the Name, I am thy Brother, 
Mn. Oh Caſtalio ! | 


Name me that Name again ! my Soul's on Fire 
*Till I know all: There's Meaning in that Name. 
know he is thy Huſband : Theretore truſt me 
Wich all the following Truth 

Mon. Indeed Chamont, 
There's nothing in it but the Fault of Nature ; 
I'm often thus feiz'd ſuddenly with Grief, | 
I know not why. | 
Cham. You uſe me ill, Monimia: | 
And I might think with Juſtice moſt | 
Of hisfunfaichful Dealing with your Brother. | 
I Mn. Truely Fm not to : ſuppoſe I'm fond 
And grieve for what as much may pleafe another ? 
Should I upbraid the deareſt Friend on Earth 
For the firſt Fault? you would not do ſo; would you ? 
Cham. Not, If I'd caufe to think it was a Friend. 1 
Man. Why do you then call this unfaithful Dealing ? 
I never conceal'd my Soul from you before; 
Bear with me now, and ſearch my Wounds no farther ; 
For every ing pains me to the Heart. 
3: Cham. Tis fignthere*s Dangerin't, andmuſtbeprob'd. 
Where's your new Huſband ? Still chat Thought diſ- 
turbs you : 
What ! only anſwer me with Tears? Caſtalio! | 
Nay, now they ſtream ; 


Bn. I cannot Grief flows ſo faſt upon | | 
JS ill not let me tell the Cauſe. * | 


Cham. My Monimia, to my Soul thou'rt dear 
As Honour to my Name: Dear as the Li 
To Eyes but juſt reſtor'd, and heal'd of — 
Why wilt thou not repoſe within my Breaſt, | 
The iſh that torments thee ? 

Mon. Oh ! I dare not. | 
Cham. I have no Friend but thee : We muſt confide | 


In one another: Two unhappy Orphans, 
Als, we ave, and when I-&e thee grieve, ; 72 
Methinle 


Methinks it is a Part of me that ſuffers, 
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Mon. Oh ſhould' il thou know the Cauſe of my lam: nting 
I am ſatisfy d, Chamon!, that thou would'ſt ſcorn me; 
Thou ſt deſpiſe the abject loſt Moni mia; 
No more would'it praiſe this hated Beauty: But 
When in ſome diſtracted, as I ſhall be, V 
Thou ſeeſt me lie: theſe unregarded Locks 
Matted like Furies Trefles ; my Limbs 
Chain'd to the Cround, and ſtead of the Delights 
W hich happy Lovers taſte, my Keeper's Stripes, 
A Bed ot Straw, and a coarſe wooden Diſh, 
Ot wretched Suſtenance; when thus thou ſceſt me, 
Prithee have Charity and Pity tor me; 
Let me enjoy this 'Thought. 5 
Cham, Why wilt thou rack 
My foul fo long, M:zimia Eaſe me quickly: 
Or thou wilt run me into Madneſs firſt, 
Men. Could you be ſecret ? 
Com, as the —— _ 3 
on. when l' ve , Wi 
Within its bounds ? Will «ap not > _ _w 
And horrid Miſchief ? For indee i, Cha ont, 
You would not think how hardly I've been us'd 
From a near Friend : from one that has my Soul 
A Slave, and therefore treats it like a Tyrant. 
Cham. I will be calm; but has Caffatio wrong'd thee? 
9 — 
"hat he ? Quickly, for I'm 1 
With Ex ion of a rid Tale. : 
Mon. Oh! could you think it! 
(lam. What? | 
Mon. I fear he'll kill me. 
Cham. Hah ! 
Mon. Indeed I do ; he's cruel to me : 
Which if it laſt: I'm ſure muſt break my Heurt. 
Cham. What has he done ? 
Mon. Moſt barbaroufly us d me; 
Nothing ſo kind as he when in my Arms! 
In thouſand Kiſſes, tender Sighs and Joys, 
Not tu be thought again, the Night was waſted ; 
At dawn of Day he roſe, and left his Conqueſt. 
ut when we met, and I with Arms | 
Ran to embrace the, Lord of all my Wiſhes, 


On chen! C Chews. 
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Clam. Go on! 
Min. He threw me from his Breaſt, 
Like a deteſted Sin. 
Cham. How? 
M:s. As I hung too 
Upon his knees, and begg'd to know the Cauſc, 
Me drugg'd me like a Slave upon the Earth, 
And had no pity on my Cries. 
Cham. How ? did he 
Daſh thee diſdaintully away with Scorn ? 
Men. He did! and more tear, will ne'er be Friends, 
Though I ſtill love him with unbated Patton. 
Cham, W hat, throw thee trom him! 
An. Yes indeed be did. 
Cham. So may this Arm 
Throw him to th*Earth, like a dead Dog deſpis'd : 
Lamenels and Leproſy, Blindneſs and Lunacy, 
Poverty, Shame, Price, and the Name of Villain. 
Light on me, if Caſtalie, I forgive thee, 
Mon. Nay, now Cham:nt, art thiou unkind as he is: 
Did*tt thou not promiſe me thou would'it be calm! 
+ Keep 5 1 conceal'd ? Why ſhauld'mt thou kill 
im 
By all my Love this Arm ſhould do him V 
Alas! I love him ſtul; aud though l ne er 
«Claſp him again within theſe longing Arms, 
Yet bleis him, bleis him (Gods I) where e er he goes. 
Emer Acaſto 
Ara. Sure ſome ill Fate is tow'rds me; in my Houſe 
| JT only meet with Oudnets and Diſorder ; 
Each Vaſſal has a wild diſtracted Face, 
And looks as full of Bulineks as a Blockhead 
In Times of Danger. Juſt this very Moment 
IJ met. Cali too 
Cham. Then you met a Villain. 
Aceſe. Hlah ! 
Cham. Ves, a Villain. : 
Aeaſi. Have a care, young Soldier, 
How thou'rt tou buſy with Acaſto's. Fame 
I have a Sword, my Arm's good old Acquaintance. 
Villain to thee —— 
Cham. Curſe on thy ſcandalous Age, 
Which hin ders me to ruſh upon thy Throat, 


Aud 
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Aud tear the Root up of that curſed Bramble! 
Icaſt. Ungrateful Ruilian ! ſure my good old Friend 
Was ne'er thy Father; nothing of him's in thec: 

What hare I done in my unhappy Ape, 


To be thus us'd ? I ſcorn t” upbraid thee, Boy: 


But I could put thee in Remembrance —— 
Cham. Do. : 
Acaft. I ſcorn it—— 
Cham. No, I'll zalmly hear the Story, 
For I would fain know ail, to fee which Scale 
Weighs muſt——Hah ! is not that good old 4caſto ? 
What have I done ? Can you forgive this Folly * 
Acaſt. Why doſt thou aſk it r 
Cram. Tas the rude O'erilowing 
Ot too much Paſſion: Pray, my Lord, forgive 1 a 
nent. 
Acaſt. Mock me not, Youth: I can revenge o\v rey. 
Cham, I know it well ; but for this Thought of mice 
Pity a mad Man's Frenzy, and forget it. 
Acajt. Iwill; but heacetorth prithee be more kind. 


[ Railes kim. 
Whence came the Cauſe ? | 
Cham. Indeed I've been to blame: 
But I'll learn better; for you're been my Father: =o 
You've been her Father too [Tates Mon. by tie Hand. 
A-aſt. Forbeur the Piologue 


Aud let me know the Subſtance of thy Tale. 


Cham. You took her up a little tender Flower. 

175 ſprouted on a Bank, which the next Froſt 
Iad nipt; and with a carecul loving Hand, 

Tranſplanted her into your own tair. Garden, 
Vhere the Sun always ſhines : There long ſhe flouriſh'd,. 
Grew ſweet to Senie, and lovely to the Eye, 
Fill at the laſt a cruel Spoiler came, 
Cropt this fair Role, and rifled all its Sweetneſs, 
Then cult it like a loathſome Weed away. 

Acajt. Youtalk to me in Parables, Chamont ; 
You may have known that I'm no wordy Man ; 
Fine Speeches are the In{truments of Knaves, 
Or Fools, that uſe em, when they want good Scnle ; 
But Honeſty | 
Needs no Diſguiſe nor Oranment. Be plain. 

Cham. Your Son 

E. 4. Acaſti. 
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Acaſt. T've two; and both I hope, have Honoar. 
Cha. I hope fo too but 
Heaſt. Speak. 

Cham. I muſt inform 

Once more, Caſtalio! 

Acaſt. Still Caſtalio ! 

Cham, Yes. | 
Your Son Caſtalio has wrong'd Monimia. 

Acaſi. Hah! wrong d her? 

Cham, Marry d ker, 

feeajt. Im tort. 

(lam, Why ſorry ? 

Dx you bleſt Heav'n, there's not a Lord 
But mig be proud to take her to his Heart. 

Acct, Pl nat denxꝰt. 

Cham. You dure not; by the Gods 
You dare not, all your Family combin'd 
In ene dama'd F:lihood toouted » Callalia, 

Dare not deny't. 

Ace ſt. Hew bas Caf alio wrong d her? 

Chen. Aſk thet of lim : | fay my viſier's wrong d: 
NMarimia, my z iſter born as hi 
And noblc as Cuſtalio - Do her Jaftice, 

Cr, by the Gods, I'll lay a Scene of Blood 
Mall make this Dweling horrible to Nature, 
I'll do't ; hark you, my Lord, your Son Caſtalio, 

Take him to your Cloſet, and there teach him Mankers, 

Acaſt, You ſhall have Juſtice. 

Cham, Nay—1 will have Juſtice. 

Who'll ileep in Safety that has done me Wrong? 
My Lord, I'll not diſturb you to repeat 

The cauſe of this ; | beg (to preſerve 

Your Houſe's Honour) aik it of Caſlalio ; 

Acaſt. IT will. 

Chem, Till then, Farewel—— 

Acaſt. Farewel, proud Boy. [Exit. 

cnimia |! | 

Mon. M Lord. 

Acaft. You are my \ 

Mon. I am my Lord, it you'll vonchſafe to own me, 
Acaſt. When you'll complain to me, Ill prove a 1 

: Xit, 
Hon. Now I'm undone for ever: Who on Earth k 
| * 


CC —̃ v — 
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Is there ſo wretched as Monimia? 
Firſt by Caſtalio cruelly torſaken ; 
Poe Lit Acaito now, His parting Frowns - 
May well inſtruct me, Rage is in his Heart: 
I ſhall be next abandon'd to my Fortune. 
"Thruſt out a naked Wand'rer to the World, 
And branded for the miſchievous Monimia! 
What will become of me ? My cruel Brother 
Is traming Miſchicts too for ought I know, 
That may produce. Bloodſhed, and horrid Murder: 
] would not be the Cauſe of one Man's Death 
Toreign the Empreſs of the Earth; nay more, 
I'd rather loſe for ever my Caſtalio, 
My dear unk ind Caſtalio ! 
Enter Polydore. 
Pol. Monimia weeping ! 
| S9 Morning Dews on new-blown Roſes lodge, 
By the Sun's am*rou+ Heat to be exhal'd. 
i'come, my Love, to kiſs all Sorrow from thee, - 
What mean theſe Sighs? And why thus beats thy Heart? 
| Mor. Let me alone to Sorrow: Tis a Cauſe 
| None e'er ſhall know: but it ſhall with me die. 
| P.!1. Happy, Monimia, he to whom theſe Sighs, 
Theſe Tears, and all theſe Languiſhings, are paid ! 
Lam no Stranger to the deareſt Secret ; 
I know your Heart was never meant for me, 
That JewePs for an elder Brother's Price. 
An. My Lord! 
Po. Nay, wonder not; laſt Night f heard 
His Oaths, your Vows, and to my Torment faw 
Your wild Embraces : Heard the Appointment made. 
I did, Monimia, and I curs'd the Sound. 
Will thou be ſworn, my Love? wilt thou be ne'er 
Unkind again? 
Mn. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs Hopes ! 
| Have you {wore Conſtancy to my Undoing 
"Will you be ne'er wy Friend * 
Pol. What means my Love * 


> . 


Ma. Away; what meant, my | 
Lait Night I ; 8 
Pol. i; that a Queſtion now to be demanded ? 
| I hope Monimia was not much diſpleas'd. LS 
| Alon. Was it well done to treat me like a Proftiture ? 
C3 T'aſſau 
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T*afſault my Lodging at the Dead of Night, 
And threaten me if I deny'd Admittance—— 
You ſaid you were Caſtalio 

Pol. By thoſe Eyes 
It was the ſame ; LA pope bo angle 
I tell thee, ill-natur'd Fair-one, I was 
To more Advantage, on a t Hill 
Of ſpringing Joy, and ev ing Sweetneſs. 

An. Hah—have a Care— 

2 Where is the 4 ww . ? 

5. I fear you're on a will wreck your Quiet, 
And drown vows Seed in Wretchedneſs for ever ; 
A thouſand horrid Thoughts crowd on my Memory. 
Will you be kind, and anſwer me one Queſtion ? 

Pal. Id truſt thee with my Life; on thoſe ſoft Breaſts 
Breathe out the choĩceſt Secrets of my Heart, 
Till I had nothing in it left but Love. | 
Mon. Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods, and Angels, 
By th' Honour of your Name, that's moſt concern'd. 
I tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, 

M here did you reſt laſt Night? 

Pe. Within thy Arms 
Itriumph'd: Reit had been my Foe. 

Mon. Tis done [She Farnts. 

Pol. She faints! No Help! Who waits? A Curſe 
Upon my Vanity, that could not keep 
"The Secret ot my Happineſs in Silence. 

Contuſion ! we ſhall be iurpria d anon, 
And conſequently all muſt be betray'd. 
Monimia! She breathes - Monimia 

. Well 
Let Miſchiet multiply ! Let ev'ry Hour | 
Ot my loath.'d Lite yield me Increaſe of Horror! 
Oh let the Sun to theſe unhappy Eyes 
Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever; 
May e: ery thing I look on ſeem a Prodigy, 

To fill my Sout with Terrors, till I quice 
Forget I ever had Humanity, 
And grow a Curier of the Works of Nature! 

P:1. What means all this? 

M.n. Oh, Polydore, it all 
Tie Frendfkip eber you vow'd to good Caſtalio . 
Be not a Fall ood; if you ever low ! 


Your 
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Your Brother, you've undone yourſelf and me. | 
Pol. Which-Way can Ruin reach the Man that's rich,, 
As I am, in Poſfl of thy Sweetneſs ? 
_ Abn, Oh! Pin his Wife. 
Pel. What ſays Monimia ! hab ! 
that again. 
Mn. Iam Caftalio's Wife. 
Pol. His marry'd, wedded Wife? 
Mon. Yeſterday's Sun 
Saw it perform” 
Pol. And then I have enjoy'd 
My Brother's Wife? 
Mon. As ſurely as we both 
Muſt taſte of Miſery, that Guilt is thine. 
Pel. Muſt we be milerable then? 
Fel. Oh! thou yt be happy 
Mn. Could d thou be ; 
Happy, with ſuch a Weight upon thy Soul ?- 
ol. It may be yet a Secret; I'll go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee ; 
Whilſt from tae World I take 7 away, 
And waſte my Life in Penance for my Sin. | 
Mon. Then thou would ſt more undo me; heap a Load 
Of added Sins upon my wretched Head : 
Would thou again have me betray thy Brother, | 
And bring Pollution to his Arms ? curſt Thought! 
Oh! when ſhall I be mad indeed FA 
Pol. Nay, then 
Let us embrace, and from this very Moment 
Vow an Eternal Miſery together. | 
n. And wilt thou 1 
Never grow fond of chearful Peace again ? 
Wilt thou with me ſtudy to be unhappy, 
And find out Ways how to increaſe Ailltttion ? 
Poel. We'll inſtitute new Arts unknown before, 
„ > | wana 
Firſt, it the Fruit of our deteſted Joy 
A Child be born, it ſhall be J—— 
Mon. No; | 
Sure that may live. 
Pot. Why? 
Mn. To become a Thing. 
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More wretched than its Parents, to be branded 
With all our Infamies and curſe its Birth. 


Pol. That's well contriv'd ; then thus let's go together, 


Full of our Guilt, diſtrafted where to roam, 

Like the firſt wretched Pair expelFd their Paradiſe, 
Let's find ſome Place where Adders neſt in Winter, 
Loathſome and venemous : Where Poiſons hang 
Like Gums againſt the Walls; where Witches meet 
By __ and feed upon ſome pamper'd Imp, 

Fat with the Blood of Babes; There we'll inhabit, 
And live up to the Height.of Deſperation ; | 
Defire ſhall languiſh like a withering Flow'r, 

And no Diſtinction of the Sex be thought of. 
Horrors ſhall _ me from thoſe —. Harms, 


And l' no more be caught with Beauty's Charms, 
But when I'm dying take me in thy Arms. [Ex.J 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
Caſtalio lying on the Ground. 
S O N G. 


I. 


ME, all re Youths, whoſe Hearts e' er bled 
By cruel Beauty's Pride; 
Bring each a Garland on his Head, 
Let none his Sorrows hide : 
But Hand in Hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeſt ae $= Love; | 
fee, when your plaints ye join, 
If all your Wrongs can equal "ay 
| II. 
The happy 'ſt Mortal cnce was I; 
My Heart no Sorr:,w* knew, 
Pig the Pain with which. I die; 
ut aſk not wherce ir grew. 
et ii a Temry* ng Fair 
Thats vcr lovely, very 8 
Though bright as Hen 'n whoſe Stamp the bears, 
Think of my Fate, and ſhun her Snares. 
Caf. 
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Caſt. See where the Deer trot after one another, 
Male, Female, Father, Daughter, Mother, Son, 
Brother aud Siſter, mingled all together : 
= dilcoment _— in —_—_— * 
ildnefs and F m, pleatant ng, 8 

Calm Harbours, luſty Health and Innocence. 
Enjoy their Portion ; if they fee a Man, 
How they will turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the Monſter 
Once in a Seaſon too they taſte of Love: 
ny the Beaſt of Reaſon * ＋ 

in that Folly drudges all the Lear. 

* Euter Acaſto. 

Acaſto. Caſtalio! Caſtalio ! 
Caf. W ho's there 
$0 wretched but to name Caſtalio # 


Acafto.'1 begs my Meſſuage may ſucceed ! 


to ſee you, the- where Sorrows nouriſt'd. 


32 you'll gueſs the 


1781 


Cat. A Woman l if you love my Peace of Mind, 
— not a Woman ww; but 1 think 
were to taint my Brains, 

'Till they ferment to neſs : Oh ! my Father 
Ac „% What ails my Boy? 
Cat. A Woman is the Thing 
1 would forget, and blot from my Remembrance. 
Acaſto. Forget Monimia ! 

Caft. She to chooſe : Monimia ! 
The very Sound's ungrateful to my Senſe. 
"Acafto, Log ſeem ſtrange, but you, Pre found,, 

wi 


Your Heart from me; you dare not truſt your Father. 
Cat. No more Monimia. 
Acafto. Is ſhe not your Wife? | 
Cat. So much the worſe; who loves to hear of Wife? 
When you would give all worldly a Name, 


Worſe than they have already, call m Wife: 

But a new-marry'd Wiſe's a teeming Miſchief, - 

Full of herſelf ! Why, what a deal of Horror | 

Has that poor Wretch to come, that wedded Yeſterday ! 
Acaft. Caitalio, you muſt go along with me, 

And ſee Monimia. : 
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a. Sure my Lord but mocks me: 
Go ſee Monimia ! Pray, my Lord, excuſe me, 
And leave the Conduct of this Part of Lite 
To my own Choice. 
Acafts. | fay, no more Diſpute. 
Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong'd her. 
. Who has complain'd ? 
Acaſto. Her Brother tomy I':ceproclaim'd her wrong d, 
And in ſuch Terms they've w:rm'd me. 
Caft. What Terms? Her Brother! Heav'n ! 
Where learnt ſhe that ? 
What, does ſhe ſend her Hero with. Defiance ?. 
He durſt not ſure aifront you ? 
Acafto. No, not much. 
But— — 


Caft. Speak what faid he ? 

Acafto. That thou wert a Villain; 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a Villaiu. 
Ca. Shame on th' ill- manner d Brute! 


d, and bear it vilelv: 
Th I have paſi d my Word ſhe ſhall have Jul ice. 
- Juſtice ! to hoe hes Juftice would undo her: 


Think you this Solitude I now have choſen, 
Left Joys juſt opꝰuing to my Senſe, ſought here 
A Place to curſe my Fate in, meaſur'd out 
My Grave at length, wiſl'd to have grown one Piece. 
ith this cold , and all without a Cauſe ? 
Ener Chamont. 
Cham, Where is the Hero, famous and renown'd . 
For wronging Innocence and breaking Vows ; 
Whoſe mighty Spirit, and whoſe ſtubborn Heart, 
No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke ? 
Acaſto. I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeck Caſtalio. 
Chem. I come to ſeek the Hutband of Monimia. 
Caff. The Slave is here. 
Cham. I thought e er now to 'ave found you 
Attoning for the Ills you've done Caamont ; 
For you have wrong'd the deareſt Part of him. 
Monimia, young Lord, weeps in this Heart; 
And all the Tears thy Injuries have drawn. 


F rom 


The On?na NN 59 


| Trom her poor Eyes, are Drops of Blood from hence. 
Caff. Then you are Chamont ? 

Cham. Yes, and I hope no Stranger 

To great Caſtalio. 
Cofts I've heard of ſuch a Man | 

That has becn very buy with my Honour: 
I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And here return the Villain back agaia 
You ſent me by my Father. 


Cham. Thus Pl thank you. 4 — 
| Acaſt. By chis good Sword whofirſt preſumes to Violence 
Makes me his Foe— [Drau, and inter peſes. 
| + Young Man, it once was thought [To Caſt. 
| I was fit Guardian of my Houſe's Honour; 
| And you might trutt your Share with me—For 
[ To Cham. 
Young Soldier, I muſt tell you, you have wrong'd me: 
I promis'd you to do Mont m Right ; 
And thought my Word a Pledge I would not forſeit : 
| But you, I find, would fright us to Performance. 
Caſt. Sir, in my younger Years with Care you taught me 
That brave Revenge was due to injur'd Honour; 
5 * not then the Juſtice of my Sword, 
| Left you ſhould make me jealous of your Love. 
Cham. Into thy Father's Arms thou fly*it tur Safety. 
B-cauſe thou know ſl that Place is ſanctity'd 
With the Remembrance of an antient Friendihi 
| Cajr. lam a Villain, if I will not ſeek thee, 
Till I may be reveng'd for all the Wrongs 
| Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt for. 
Cham, Shie wrong'd thee! by the Fury in my He 
Thy Father's Honour's not above Monimia”s ; 
Nour was thy Mother's Truth and Virtue fairer. 
A:aſt. Boy, don't diſturb the Aſhes of the Dead 
With thy capricious Follies : The Remembrance 
Ot the lov'd Creature once filFd theie Arm 
Cham. Has not been wrong d. 
Caſt. It thall not. 
| Cham. No, nor ſhall | 
Aicnimia, though a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 
| Or Friends and Fortune, though th* unhappy Siſter 
| — poor 22 whoſe Sword is all his 2 
* opprett by thee, thou proud unperious Traitor. 
jt. Hah ! ſet me tree, Cham, 
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Cham. Come both. | 
Exter Serina. 
Ser. Alas! alas! 


The Cauſe of theſe Diſorders; my Chamont ? 
Who i'ſt has wrong d thee ? | 
Caſt. Now, where art thou fled 
N * from thine, and fee what Safeguard 
Cham. Come ine, * 
Shall then betray my Fears. 
& r. Cruel Caſtalic. 
Sheath up thy angry Sword, and don't affright me 
Chamont, let once Sering calm thy Breaſt. 
If any of my Friends have done thee Injuries, 
I'll be reveng'd and lore thee better for t. 
Ca. Sir, it you'd have me think you did not take 
This Opportunity to ſhew your Vanity, 
Let's meet ſome other Time, when by ourſelves 
We fairly may diſpute our Wrongs her. 
Cham. Till then 1 am Caftalic's Friend. 
Caſt. Szrina, 
Farewell, I wiſh much ineſs attend you. 
Ser. Chamont's the deareit thing I have on Earth ; 
Gire me Chamont, and let the World forſake me. 


No beauteous Blofſom of the fragrant Spring 
Though the fair Child of Nature newly born, 
Can be fo lovely. Angry, unkind Caſtalio, 


—_— I ſhould a while lay by my 
And be a Beggar in Momimia s Caule, 


Might I be heard ? 
Caſt. Sir, ws my fol Requeſt, 
You would (tho? I you will not) be ſatisfy d; 


— 1 Moni mia is my Scorn; 

e baſi t yo here to try my F 

Then war mane Ballnalh — 
No artful Proſtitute, in Falſhoods practis'd, 
To make Advantage of her Coxcomb's 


Caſt. E arewel—My Father, you ſeem troubled. 


Came to diſturb thee thus: 1'm grier'd I hinder'd 


Cham. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm in thee! | 


„„ 
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juſt Reſentment . Zut Monimia 
. Damn her. 

Acaſto. Don't curſe her. 

Caſt. Did 1? 

Acaſto. Ves. 
Caſt. I'm torry for't. 


Acaſio, Methini, as if I gueſs the Fault's but ſmall, 


It might be pardon'd. 
Cat. No. 
Acaſto. What has ſhe done? 


Cajt. That ſhe's my Wite may Heaven and you for- 


give me. 
Acaſto. Be reconcil'd then. 
Caſt. No. 
Acaſto. Go ſee her. 
Tab Fuad bring her hither, 
Acaſts. Vil 1 1 
EY No. 
Acaſto. For my Sake, 
Caſtalio, and the Quiet of my Age. 


C. Why will you urge a Thing my Nature ſtarts at. 


Acaſto. Prithee forgive her. 
Caſt. Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me: 
I tell you, were ſhe at my Feet, 
Full of her Sex's diſſembled Sorrows, 
And all that woad"rous Beauty of her own, 
My Heart might break, but it ſhould never ſoften. 
Euter Florella. 


Fl:r. My Lord, where are you ? Oh Caſtalio ! 
Acaſto. 0 


Caſt. What's that? 
Flor. Oh, ſtew me quickly, where's Caſtalio ? 
Acaſto. Why, what's the Buiineſs ? 
Flor. Oh, the poor Monimia — 
Caſt. Hah ! 
Acaſte. What's the Matter? 
Flor. Hurry'd by Deſpair, 
— flies with af * * all the Houſe. 
hrough every Room of each Apartment, eryi 
Where's my Caſſalio? Give me my Catatio! 
Except ſhe ſces vou, ſure ſhe'll diſtracted. 
Caſt. Hah! will ſhe? Does the name Caſtalio ? 
And with ſuch Tenderneſs? — me quickly 
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To the poor lovely Mourner. Oh my Father! 
Acaſtc. Then wilt thou go? Bleſſings attendthy Purpoſe, 
Coft. I cannot hear Monimia's Soul's in Sadneſs, 
And be a Man; my Heart will not forget her; 
Bur do not tell the World you faw this ot me. 
Acaſt . Delay not then, but haſte and cheer thy Love. 
CM. Oh! I will throw m' impatient Arms about her, 
In her ſoſt Boſom figh my Soul to Peace, 
Tis through the panting Breaſt ſhe tinds the Way 
To mould wy Heart, and make it what the will. 
Monimia! Oh ! {Exit Acaſto «ad Caſtalie. 
Enter Monimia. 
Men. Stand off, and give me Room, 
I will not reit till I have found Caſtalio, 
My Wim's Lord, comely as the riſing Day, 
Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. : 
Flowers ſpring up where ee he treads, his Eyes, 
Fountains of Brightneſs, chearing all about him! 
When will they ſhine on me ?—Oh ſtay my Soul! 
I cannot die in Peace till I have ſeen him. 
Caſtalio Re enters. 
Coft. Who talks ef dying with a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in love with its 
Mon. Hark! tis he that anſwers. 
So in a Camp, tho” at the Dead of Night, 
If but the Trumpet's cheartul Noiſe is heard, 
All at the _— leap from downy Ret, 
And ever Heart awakes, as mine does now, 
Where art thou? 
Caft. Here, my Love. 
Mon. No nearer, leſt I vaniſh. 
Cat. Hire 1 been ina Dream then all this While? 
And art tho hut the Shadow of Monimia ! 
Why doſt thou £, me thus? 
Mon. Ob ! u ere it poſſible that we could drown 
In dark Obliviun but a few paſt Hours, 
We might be happy. 
Caf. Is't then 4o hard, Monimaa, to forgive 
A Fault, where humble Love, like mine, implores thee? 
For I muſt love thee, though it prove my Ruin. 
Which Wa: ſha!l:I.court thee ? 
What ſhall I do to be enough thy Slave, 
And ſatisfy the lovely Pride that's in thee ? 
Tu Lacel to-thee, aud weep a Flood before thee, Tet 
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Yet prithee, Tyrant, break not quite my Heart, 
But Shen my Taſk of — done, 
Heal it again, and com fort me with Love. . 
M-n. If I am dumb, Caſtalio, and want Words 
To pay thee back this mighty Tenderneſs ; 
It is becauic I look on thee with Horror, 
And cannot ſee the Man I have fo wrong'd. 
Caft. Thou haſt not wrong'd me. 
Mn. Ah! alas, thou talk*ii 
Juſt as thv poor Heart thinks ; have not I wrong'd thee * 
Caff. No. - 
Man. Still thou wander'ſt in the Dark, Caſtalio, 
Bu: wilt eber long ſtumble on horrid Danger. 
C. What means my Lore ? 
Mon. Could'ſt thou but forgive me 
CH. What? 
Moa. For my Fault laſt Night: Alas, thou cau'ſt not. 
Caft. I can and do. | 
Mon. Thus crawling on the Earth 
Woul.l I that Pardon meet; the only Thin 
Can make me view the Face of Heav'n with 8. 
Cab. Then let's draw near. 
Mon. Ah me 
Caf. So in the Fields, | 
When the Deſtroyer has been out for Prey, 
The ſcatter'd Lovers of the feather'd Kind, 
Seeking when Danger's pait to meet again, 
Make moan, and call, by ſuch Degre-s approach: 
Till joining thus they bill, and — their Wings, 
Murmuring Love, and joy their Fears are over. 
12 n. Vet have a care, be not too fond of Peace, 
t in uance of the ly Quarry. i 
Thou 1— Diſap mo * diſtracts thee. 
Cafr. My better — then do thou inform me, 
What Danger threatens me, and where it lies: 
Why didſt thou (prithee ſmile, and tell me v hy) 
When | ſtood waiting underneath the Window, 
Quaking with fierceand violent Defires; 
The dropping Deus jcll cold upon my Head, | 
Darkneſs inclos'd, and the Winds whiſtled round me; —Y 
Which with my mournful Sighs made ſuch fail Muſick, 
As might have movꝰd the hardeſt Heart; why wcrt thou 
Deaf tm) Crics, * of my Pains 
2 


* 
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Mn. Did I not beg thee to forbear Enquiry ? 
Read ſt thou not ſomething in my Face, that ſpeaks 
Wonderful Change, and Horror trom within me? 

Caſt. Then there is ſomething yet which I've not 

- known : 
bat deſt thou mein by Horror, and Fortcarance 
Ot more Enquiry ? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me; 
And don't betray me to a ſecond Madneſs. 

Au. Weſt 1? 

Caſe. It lat, rir g in the Pangs of Death, | 
Ticu would'ſt do any thing to give me Eaſe ; 

Untold this Ri'dle ere my Thoughts grow wild, : | 
And let in Tears of „ gly Form upon me. 

Mon. Ny Heart won”: let me ſpeak it; but remember, | 
 F'orimia, poor Morimia, tells you this, 

We rc'er mult meet agair : | 

Ct. What means my Deſtiny ? 

For ail my good or evil Fate dwells in thee ! 
5 _ mert again! 
Mon. No, never. | 

Cat. Where's the Power ] 
On Farth, that dare not lock like thee, and ſay fo ? 
Thou art my Heart's Inheritance; I ferv'd 
A long and painful faithful Slav'ry for thee : 

And who ſhall rob me of the dear bought Pleſſing? 

Men. Time will clear all; but now let this content 

ou. 
Heav'n *. decreed, and therefore I'm reſolv d é 
(With Torment I muſt tell tuce, Caſtalio) | 
Ever to be a Strauger to thy Lore; | 
In ſome far diſtant Country waſte my Life, 
And trum this Day to ſet thy Face no more. 

Caſt. Where am I? Sure I wander 'midit Enchant 

And never more ſhall find the Way to Reſt; 

But, Oh, Monimia ! art thou indeed reſolv'd 

To puniſh me with everlaſting Abſence ? 

Why turn'ſt thou rom me; I'm alone already; 

Methinks I ſtand upon a naked Beach, 

Sighing to Winde, and to the Seas complaining, 
V hiltt afar off the Veſlel fails away, 1 

Where al the "Treaſure of my Soul's embark'd, 

Wut thou not turn ? Oh! could thoſe Eyes but ods 


And ſtreaming Eyes, I run upon thy Breaſt ? 
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E ſhould know all, for Love is pregnant in em; 

They ſwell, they preſs their Beams upon me ull: 

Wilt thou not ſpeak ? If we muſt part for ever, 

Give me but one kind Word to think upon, 

And pleaſe my felt withal, whilſt my Heart's breaking. 
Mon. Ah, Caſtalio! [ Exit Monimia* 
Caſt. Pity by the Gods, 

She pities me; then thou wilt go eternally ? 


What means all this? Why: all this Stir to plague 


A ſingle Wretch ? If but your Word can ſhake 

This World to Atoms, why fo much ado 

With me? think me but dead, and lay me fo. 
Enter Polydore. 

Pol. To live, and live a Torment to myſelf, 
What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condition? 
We're little Knowledge, and that makes us Cowards, 
Becauſe it cannot tell us what's to come. 

Caſt. Who's there? 

Pal. Why, what art thou? 

Caſt. My Brother Polydore ? 

Poel. My Name is Polydore. 

Caſe. Canſt thou inform mnew—z. 

Pol. Ot what? 

Caſi. Of my Monimia? 

Pol. No. Guodsday. ., 

Caſt. In haſte : | 
Methinks my Polydore appears in Sadneſs. - 

Pel. Indeed, and fo to me does my Caitiiio, - 

Caſt. Do'I? 

Pol. Thou do'it. 

Caſt. Alas! Pve wondrous Reaſon : 

I'm ſtrargely alter'd, Brother, fince I ſaw thee. 

Pei. Why? 

Ca/i. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy Heart 
To Pein: Let me embrace thee but a litile, 

And weep upon thy Neck ; I would repoſe 
Within thy friendly Boſom all my Follies ; 
For thou wilt pardon em, becauſe theyre mine. 

Pol. Be not too creduloas ; confider firſt ; 

Friends may be falſe. Is there no Friendſſiiĩp falſe > 

Caſi. Why do'it thou aſk me that? Does this appear 
Like a falſe Friendihip, when wich open Arms 


Hl 
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Oh, *ris in thee alone I muſt have Comfort! 
P. I. I tear, Caitalio, I have none to give thee. 
Ci. Do'ſt thou not love me then? 
Pel. Oh more thaa Life: a 
I never had a Thought of my Caſtalio 
M ght wrong the Friendſhip we had vow'd together. 
Halt t iou dealt fo by me? 
Cast. I hope I have. OS 
Pl. Then tell me why this Mourning ; this Diſorder? 
Caſt. Oh, Polydore, I know not how to tell thee ; 
Shame riſes in my Face, and interrupts 
"The Story of my Tongue. 
P. J. I grieve, my Friend 
Knows any Thing which be's aſbam'd to tell me; 
Or d{dit thou e' er conceal thy Thoughts from Polydore? 
Caſt. Oh! much too oft; 
But let me here conjure thee, 
B, all the kind Affection ot a Brother, 
(For I'm aſham'd to call myſelt thy Friend) 
Forgive 1] Co ur —— | 
P J. Well, goon. 
Ca. Our Deſtiny contriv'd 
To plague us both with one unhappy Love ! 
Tov, like a Friend, a conſtunt gen'rous Friend, 
In its fir Pangs did ttuſt me with thy Paſſion, 
Whilit I nil ſmooth'd my Pain with Smiles beiore thee, 
And made a Contract I ne'er meant to keep. 
P J. How ! 
Caſe. Still new Ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe thee, 
And kept thee as a Stranger to my Paſſion, 
Till Yetterday, I wedded with Monimia. 
F:l. Ah, Caſtalio, was that well done? 
Cajt. No; to conceal't from thee, was much a Fault. 
Pol. A Fault! when thou hatt heard 
The Tale I te!l, what wilt thou call it then? 
Cu. How my Heart throbs ! 
P J. Firit, for thy Friendup, Traitor, 
I cancel't thus; atter this Dix I'll ne'er 
Hol Truft or Converſe with the falie Caſtalio: 
Tit, wirinels He:v'n, | 
C. What will my Fate do with me? 
Pre I ail Hzppicets, and know not why: 
Maat means 52483, Brother ? 


Pol. 
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Pol. Perjur'd, treach'rous Wretch, 
Farewell. 
Caſt. I'll be thy Slave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 
uſt as thou wilt; do but forgive me. 
Chi. Oh! thi k a little what thy Heart i — 
A think a at thy is 4 
How from our Infancy we, Hand in Hand, 
Have trod the Path of Life in Love together ; 
One Bed has held us, and the ſame Deſires, 
The ſame Averfions ſtill employ'd our Thou 
When'er eribed | a Friend that was not Palydore's | 
Or Polydore a Foe that was not mine ! 
E'en in the Womb w' imbrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For the firſt Fault, abandon and forſake me, 
Leave me amidſt Aſſſictions to myſelf, 
Plung'd in the Gulph of Grief, ——_— 
Pol. Go to Menimia. in her Arms thou'lt 
R ; the has the Art of healing Sorrows. 
ajt. What Arts ? 
Pol. Blind Wretch! thou Huſband! there e 
Go to her fulſome Bed, and wallow there; 
Till ſome hot Ruſſan, full of Luſt and Wine, 
Come ſtorm thee out, and ſhew thee what's thy Bargain. 
Caſe. — 
P:1. Is ſhe not a 
Caji. Whore ? 
Pel. Ay Whore ; I think that Word needs no ex- 


plaining. 

Caſt. Alas! I can forgive eden this to thee: 
But let me tell thee, Pol: dore, I'm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low Rev 
To wrong that Virtue which thou n not ruin! 

Pal. It ſeems 1 lie then! 

2 aft. Should the braveſt Man 
Thar eber wore conquering Sword, but dare to whiſper 
What thou proclaim' t, he were the worſt of Liars : 
My Friend may be millaken. 

Pol. Damn th' Evaſion ; 
Tho me in' ſt the worſt; and he's a baſe born Villain 
That 14.4 1 1y'd. 


471. 2 draw thy Sword, and thruit it through my 
There as toy | in Lite, if thou art loſt, 


A baſe 
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A baſe born Villain ! 

Pol. Yes, thou never cam'ſt 
From old Acaſto's Loins ; the Midwife put 
A Cheat upon my Mother, and inſtead 
Of a true her in the Cradle by me, 

Plac'd ſome coarſe Peaſant's Cub, and thou art he. 
Caſi. Thou art my Brother ſtill. 
Pol. Thou ly'ſt. 

Caſt. Nay then: ; 

Yet I am calm. 

*Pel. A Coward's always fo. 

Caſt. Ah—ah—that ſtings home: Coward ! 

Pol. Ay baſe born Coward, Villain! 

Caſt. This tothy Heart then, tho' my Mother bore thee. 
[Figir; Polydore drops bis Sword, and runs en Cuſtalio :. 
| l. Now my Caſtalio is again my Friend. 

Caſt. What have I done ! my Sword is in thy Breaſt. 

Pol. So I would have it be thou beſt of Men. 

Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt Friend. 

Caft. ” _ we're taught that all your Works are 

uſtice: 

Ye're painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence: 

It fo, then why theſe P upon my Head ? 

Pel. Blame not the v'ns ; here lies thy Fate, 

Caſtaho ; 

Th'are not the Gods, *tis Polydore has wrong'd thee ; . 

Pye ſlain'd thy Bed; thy ſpotleſs Marriage Joys 

Have been polluted by thy Brother's Luſt. 

Caſt. By thee ! 

Pal. By ine: laſt Night the horrid Deed 
Was done, when all. Things ſlept, but Rage and Inceſt. 
Caſt. Now where's Menimia, Oh! 

Eater Monimia. 
Mu. I'm here, who calls me? 
— 4 — a Voice, | 
cet as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, 

When all his little Fleck's feed b be fore hun, 

But wha: means this ? here's Blood. 

Caſt. Ay, Brother's Biocd: 

Art thou prepur'd tor everlaſting Pains ? 

Pei. Ch, let me charge thee by th* <ternal Juſtice. 
Hurt not her teuder Lite ! 

Caſi. Not kill her? Rack me, 


[ He draw: 


Ye 


The Onrnaly 


Ye Powr's above, with all choiceſt T 
Horror of Mind, and 42 — — 
If I not Practice Cruelty upon her, 
And wreak Revenge ſome Way yet never known. 
M n. That Tak my elf have finiſh'd, I ſhall die 
Before we part; I've drank a healing Draught 
For all my Cres, and never more ſhall wrong thees 
Po. Oh, he's innoceut, | 
Caft. Tell me that Story, 
And thou wilt make a Witch of me indeed. | 
Pol. Had'u thou, Ca3+!+o, ned me like a Friend, 
This ne'er had happen d; hadit thou let me know 
Thy >arriage, we und all now met in Joy: 
But ignorant of that 
Hearing the Appuiutment made, inrag'd to think 
Thou hadi outdune me in ſucceſsful Love, 
I in the dark went and ſupply'd thy Place: 
Whilit all the Night, midſt our Triumpbant Joys, 
The trembling, tender, kind deceiv'd Monimia, 
Embrac'd, careſs'd and call'd me her Caſtalio. 
Caf. And all this is the Work of my own Fortune : 
None bur myſelf cou'd ere have been fo cuiſt. 
Thou inet, goody' Frame the Gods o'er made, 
hou fai , l ram? the cer 
Or erer human Eyes and Hearts ador'd. 
I've murder'd too my Brother. 
Why would'ſ thou ſtudy Ways to damn me farther ? 
And force the fin of Parricide upon me ? 
Pl. Twas my own Fault, and thou art innocent; 
Forgive the barbarous Treſpaſs of my Tongue; 
Twas a hard Violence; I could have du d 
With Love ct thee, c'en when I us'd thee worſt ; 
Nay, at each Word that my Diſtraction utter'd, 
My Heart recoil'd, and twas half Death to ſpeak em. 
Min. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of Men, 
W t thou receive pollution to thy Boſom, 
And cloſe the Eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? | 
Caft. Oh. i'm the unhappy Wretch, whoſe curſed Fate, 
Has weigh'd thee down into Deſtruction with him; 
Why then thus kind to me ? 
Men. When I'm laid low the Grave and quite 


forgotten, | 
May thou be happy in a fairer Bride 


— 


But 
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But none can ever love thee like Monimia. 
When L am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 


For the grim Tyrant graſps my Heart already) 
well of me; and if thou find ill Tongues 
o buſy with my Fame, don't hear me wrong'd;. 
"Twill be a nodle Juſtice to the Memory | 
Of a poor Wreteh once honour'd with thy Love. 
How my Head ſwims; tis very dark. . 
5 484. 
Cas. If Iſurvivethee! what a Thought was that ! 
Thank Heaven, I go prepar'd againſt that Curſe. 
Euter Chamont, d:farm'd and ſeiz'd by Acaſto and 
rU«Rt, | 
Cham. Gape Hell, aud ſwallow me to quick Dam- 
nation. 
ve your Houſe, if I not live 
| to thee, Acaſto, 
er d me now; 


M 


caſt. My Polydore. - 
Pol, Who calls ? 
Acaſt. How cam'ſt ?- 
Cal. oy off, thou hot-brain'd, boiſt"rous noiſy. 


8 uffian, 

And leave me to my Sorrows. 

Cham. By the Love | 
I bore her Iiving, I will ne'er forſake her; 
But here remain, till my Heart burſt with ſobbing, 

Ca. Vaniſh I charge thee, or [ Draws a Dagger. 
Cham. Thou can'ſt not kill me; 
'That would be Kindneſs, and againſt thy Nature. 

Acaſt. What means Caſtalio! Sure thou wilt not pull 
_ - on ed F _—_ —_— 

me, me the 

Of all this Ran ; 

Pol. That muit be my Taſk : 
But tis too long for one in Pains to tell; 
You'll in m find the Story written 
Of all our Woes. Caſtalio': innocent, 
Aud fo is Monimia l only I'm to blame; 
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7 no . 
Thou, unki 
Unjuſtly haſt purſu'd me with thy Hate, 
And fou Life of him that never wrong'd thee 
Now if thou wilt embrace a noble Vengeance, 
Come join with me and curſe. 
Cham, Whar ? 
Ca'. Firft thyſelf, 
As | do, and the Hour that gave the Birth : 
Confuſion and Diſorder ſeize the World. 
To ſpoil all Truſt and Converſe amongſt Men ; 
»Twirt Families engender endleſs Feuds, 
In Countries needlets Fears, in Cities Factions, 
In States Rebellion, and in Churches Schiſm: 
Till all Things move _ the Courſe of Nature: 
*Till Form's Hals- d, the Chain of Cauſes broken, 
And the Originals of Being loſt. 

Acaſt. Have Patience. 


That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common Needs of Life, 

Scald me with Leproſy, let Frierds forſake me, 
In bear it all; but curſt to the 
That I am now, tis this muſt give me Patience: 
Thus I find Reſt, and ſhall complain no more. 


Stab. him ® 
Pol. Caſtalio! Oh! 55 * N. 
8 1 come. _ h | 
Chamont, to thee my Birth-right T bequeath ; 
Comfort my Mourning Father, heal his Griefs ; 
[ Acaſto faints into the Arms of a Servant. 
For I perc-iv2 they tall with Weight upon him. 
And tor Wonimia's Sake, whom thou wilt find 
I never wrong'd, be kind to por Serina. 
Now a!l I beg is, lay me in ove Grave | 
Thus with my Love. Farewel. I now am—nothin 
Dies. 
Cham. Take care of good Acaſto, whilſt 1 | 
To ſearch the Means by which the Fates have pligu's us. 
*Tis thus that IIleav'n its Empire does maintain; 
It may afflict, but Man muſt not complain, 
. [ Excunt Onnen. 
EPILOGUE- 


| ( 
VE ſeen one Orphan ruin'd here; and I 
May be the next, it old Acaſto die: 
Should it prove fo, I'd fain amongſt you find 
Who *tis would to the Fatherleſs be kind. 
To whoſe Protection might I ſafely go? 
Is there among you no Good-nature ? No. 
What ſhould I do? ſhould I the Godly ſeek, 
And go to conventicling twice a Week ? 
Quit the lewd Stage, and its prophane Pollution, 
AﬀeR each Form and Saint like Inſtitution ; 
So draw the Bretheren all to Contribution ? 
Or ſhall I, (as I gueſs the Poet may | 
Within theſe three Days) fairly run away ? 
No; to ſome City Lodgings Til retire : 
Seem very Grave, and Privacy defire ; 
Till I am thought ſome Heireſs rich in Lands, 
Fled to eſcape a cruel Guardian's Hands : 
Which may produce a Story worth the telling, | 
Of the next Sparks that go a Fortune-ſtealing, | 


KINTIS. 


—ͤ— — — 


